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Htgt  of  iwustc 

(FROM  BALFE’S  NEW  OPERA) 

THE  ROSE  OF  CASTILLE. 


\CT  I. 

List  to  the  gay  Castanet— (the  opening  solo)— Mr.  Wallwobth 
Your  pardon,  Senors— (Duet)— Misses  Louisa  and  Susan  1  yne 

Yes  I’ll  obey  you — (Seberzo) — Miss  L.  Pyne.  .  .  .  ...  •  . . 

Muleteer’s  Song  “  I’m  but  a  simple  Muleteer’’  Mr.  W.  Harrison 

Keep  thy  heart  for  me  (Could’st  thou  dear  Maid)  Ballao  . 

Mr.  W.  Harrison. 

Dost  thou  fear  me?— (Duet)— Miss  L.  Pyne  &  Mr.  W.  Harrison 

Wine,  wine,  the  Magician  thou  art— (For  wine  s  sake)— irio - 

Messrs.  St.  Albin,  Honey,  and  Weiss. 

In  ev’ry  feature  like  the  Queen — (Quartet)  . i  ’ci  *  *  *a . 

Miss  L.  Pyne,  Messrs.  Weiss,  Honey,  and  St.  Albyn. 

Oh,  where  I  the  Queen  of  Spain — (Rondo) — Miss  L.  Pyne  .... 


ACT  H. 

Though  Fortune  darkly  o’er  me  frown — (Ballad)  . 

Mr.  AVeiss. 

Oh  !  far  more  than  a  crown — (Air) — Miss  Pyne.  . . 

The  Convent  Cell  (Of  girlhood’s  happy  days)— Ballad  . 

Miss  L.  Pyne. 

Her  gentle  voice  express’d  no  guile — Mr.  AY.  Harrison  . 

(^New  toorcls  to  the  Romance.') 

I’m  not  the  Queen— (Laughing  Trio)  . . . . 

The  Misses  Pyne  and  Mr.  AV.  Harrison. 

Bring  the  maid— (Buffo  Duet)— Messrs.  Honey  and  AA^eiss - 

I’m  but  a  simple  peasant  maid — (Song) — Miss  L.  Pyne . 


ACT  HI. 

Love’s  the  greatest  plague  in  life — (Song)— Miss  Pyne . 

The  Queen  my  presence  does  require— (Duet) . 

Miss  L.  Pyne  and  Mr.  Honey. 

O  joyous,  happy  day— (Recit.  &  Aria)— Aiiss  L.  Pyne  [m  the  Press \ 

’Twas  rank  and  fame  that  tempted  thee — (Ballad)  . 

Mr.  W.  Harrison. 

(The  above  Ballad  is  printed  in  two  keys,  C  and  D. 

Hark  !  the  clarion  sounding— (Recit.  and  Air)— Mr.  AVeiss - 

AVhen  the  King  of  Castillc— (Song)— Mr.  AAL  EIarrison . 

Final  Air— Miss  L.  Pyne  . 
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THE  ROSE  OF  OASTILLE. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. — Represents  the  Court  Yard  of  a  Spanish  Posada. 
It  is  arched  with  overhanging  vines,  and  backed  by  hedge-rows, 
beyond  which  are  seen  distant  mountains. 

As  the  curtain  rises  a  number  of  peasants  and  mountaineers  are 
discovered  in  groups,  the  men  with  guitars  and  mandolines, 
the  females  with  tambourines  and  castanets.  In  c.  several 
young  ckincing  girls.  Pablo,  leaning  against  an  arbor  with  a 
mandoline,  sings,  accompanied  by  Chorus  and  Dancers. 

SOLO  AND  CHORUS. 

List  to  the  gay  castanet, 

Hark  to  the  soft  tambourine, 

Twinkling  feet  in  motion  set. 

Timed  by  songs  each  step  between. 

Never  sure  was  chaunt  more  gay 
Than  the  Spaniard’s  roundelay. 

Gaily  on  each  note  he  springs, 

Bounding  with  each  step  he  sings. 

When  the  merry  castanet, 

And  the  sounding  tambourine, 

Twinkling  feet  in  motion  set. 

Timed  by  songs  each  step  between. 

If  the  Spaniard's  laziness 
Do  not  his  spirits  depress, 

He  cares  not  for  wealth  or  for  fame 
No  one  in  the  dance  can  shame. 

Cho.  List  to,  &c. 

Pab.  {looking  off  at  back.)  Ah  !  who  comes  here  ?  Oh,  pray 
admire,  my  friends,  ’  ^ 

This  charming  girl,  that  from  the  vale  ascends  : 

Her  garb’s  Castilian.  See,  her  cavalier 
Is  but  a  boy.  I  wonder  what  brings  here  I 

Cho.  The  maid  and  little  cavalier 

We  wonder  what  it  is  brings  here. 
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The  Music  of  the  Opera  is  published  by  Cramer,  Beale, 
&  Co  ,  201,  Regent  Street. 


THE  ROSE  OF  CASTILLE. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  l.—Ite^esents  the  Cowrt  Yard  of  a  Spanish  Posada. 
It  is  arched  with  overhanging  vines,  and  backed  by  hedge-rows, 
beyond  which  are  seen  distant  mountains. 

As  the  curtain  rises  a  number  of  peasants  and  mountaineers  are 
discovered  in  groups,  the  men  with  guitars  and  mandolines, 
the  females  with  tambourines  and  castanets.  In  c.  several 
young  dancing  girls.  Pablo,  leaning  against  an  arbor  with  a 
mandoline,  sings,  accompanied  by  Chorus  and  Dancers. 


SOLO  AND  CHORUS. 

List  to  the  gay  castanet, 

Hark  to  the  soft  tambourine, 

Twinkling  feet  in  motion  set. 

Timed  by  songs  each  step  between. 

Never  sure  was  chaunt  more  gay 
Than  the  Spaniard’s  roundelay. 

Gaily  on  each  note  he  springs, 

Bounding  with  each  step  he  sings. 

When  the  merry  castanet, 

And  the  somiding  tambourine, 

Twinkling  feet  in  motion  set, 

Timed  by  songs  each  step  between. 

If  the  Spaniard's  laziness 
Do  not  Ms  spirits  depress, 

He  cares  not  for  wealth  or  for  fame 
No  one  in  the  dance  can  shame. 

Cho.  List  to,  &c. 

Pab.  {looking  off  at  back.)  Ah  !  who  comes  here  ?  Oh,  pray 
admire,  my  friends,  ’  ^  ^ 

This  charming  girl,  that  from  the  vale  ascends  : 

Her  garb’s  Castilian.  See,  her  cavalier 
Is  but  a  boy.  I  wonder  what  brings  here 

Cho.  The  maid  and  little  cavalier 

We  wonder  what  it  is  brings  here. 
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EnUv  Elviha  Donka  Caiimen  asoending  f)-om  valley 

at  hack, 

DUET. — Elyiiia  and  Carmen, 

Your  pardon,  Senors,  from  Castile  we  come, 

A  joiUTiey  very  long  and  wearisome ; 

But  toil  could  not  our  clieerfulness  exhaust 
Till  in  yon  wooded  vale  ourselves  we  lost. 

This  house,  far  seen,  first  smiled  away  despair, 

We  blessed  the  sight,  and  offered  up  a  prayer : 

-Now  in  return  relieve  our  wandering  woes, 

And  yield  to  weary  travellers  repose. 

In  hospitality 
Be  liberal  and  free. 

Par.  Y'oung  and  beautiful  unknown, 

Of  welcome  be  thou  sure. 

You  a  lucky  flight  have  fio-\vir. 

Your  rest  is  here  secure. 

Senora,  pray  advance. 

Our  Posada  enter  in  ; 

If  you’ll  join  us  in  the  dance, 

Our  fete  shall  now  begin. 

Elv.  Car.  No,  no,  we  never  dance. 

Par.  Unfortunate  mischance; 

But  at  least  you’ll  try  a  song 
To  animate  our  throng. 

Elv.  'Tis  the  custom  I  know. 

ru  try  to  sing. 

Cho,  Bravo ! 

Par.  Your  places  all  now  take. 

Elv.  Whilst  I  bid  music  wake 
The  mountain  echoes  near, 

And  charm  each  list’ning  ear. 

SCHERZO. 

Yes,  I’ll  obey  you. 

Hearken,  I  pray  you, 

If  song  can  stay  you, 

Mine  shall  repay  you. 

\sings  a  Scherzo  accompanied  by  the  voices  of  the 
peasants, 

A  Peasant  enters  at  end  from  Posada. 

Pea.  The  hot  viands  are  served. 

Par.  Indeed — we  must  not  let  them  get  cold.  An  excellent 
strain  that  of  yours,  fair  songstress.  {To  Car.)  Come  along, 
little  man. 

Car.  No,  I  thank  you. 

Par.  Pshaw,  nonsense — at  least,  pretty  one,  you’ll  join  our 
festive  board. 

Elv.  Presently — with  many  thanks — pray  proceed. 

Par.  Oh,  very  well.  Remember,  you  will  have  nought 
to  pay.  [Par.  exits  into  Posada,  follotved  by  all  (he  peasants. 
Car.  At  last,  thank  Heaveji,  we  arc  out  of  danger. 

Elv.  {laughing.)  AVliat  a  romantic,  delicious  adventure. 
Car.  But  now,  your  majesty,  that  we’ve  arrived  at  our 
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Journey  s  end,  may  I  again  enquire  why  have  we  secretly  left 
cne  palace  this  morning,  in  disguise,  and  travelled  to  the 
entrance  ot  the  valley  in  that  wretched  ricketty  old  coach 
that  we  left  there  ? 

El\  .  1  or  iiiiportant  political  and  diplomatic  reasons. 

Car.  which  all  are  to  lead  to — 

Elv.  a  marriage  ! 

Car.  But  is  not  that  already  arranged  ? 

"  know,  my  dear  Carmen,  that,  immediately 

!  King  of  Leon,  so  unex- 

i  -1  .  on  me  a  poor  convent  novice — as  a  successor 

fnrrnifrq  lone,  Dou  Sancho,  King  of  Castille,  made  a 
fnf  ^  ®^are  of  my  crown 

tVi'if +V.  the  Infant  Don  Sebastian;  notwithstanding 

that  these  have  all  been  accorded,  I  am  secretly  informed  that 
spouse  intends,  under  an  assumed  name  and 
if  my  appearance  will  suit  his  taste— if  my 
approval— before  he  finally  places 
^  ^  hymenial  halter.  Now,  as  no  female  of  spirit, 

nn  queen,  can  brook  such  an  inquisition  without 

^  determined,  also,  to  put  on  a  mask, 
and  to  have  a  glimpse  of  this  intended  of  mine,  and  to  see  if 

bnrnr^  ^  promise  to  cherish, 

•  °  Carmen,  we  are  here 

p^rthl^way^^  positively  informed  that  he  will 

^  recognize  him  ?  Surely  we  can’t  go  up  to 

every  cavalier  we  meet,  and  say,  “  Please,  Senor,  are  you  Don 
Sebastian,  the  Infant  of  Castille  ?”  *  j 

Elv.  No,  but  my  informant  tells  me  he  travels  under  the 
disguise  and  assumed  name  of  Manuel,  a  Muleteer. 


Enter  Pablo  and  several  Peasants  from  Posada. 

is  served,  and  we  only 
wait  foi  you  to  commence  the  repast.  ^ 

Ely.  (r.)  Many  thanks,  we’re  not  hungry. 

Pab.  faking  Cj^.  hy  the  arm.)  Come,  youngster,  come. 

Car.  But  you  hoar  we  are  not  hungry. 

Pab.  Not  hunger  ?— nonsense.  I  have  prepared  a  special 
meal,  and  it  must  be  eaten,  {taking  Elv.  hv  the  toai<if  \  rr>Tv-.£> 
now  fair  Senora,  I  shall  onlV  ask^a  kiss  i  pay^n  fo  aU 

r“Lsr?ou  sfiall  ““  "o  struggling,  fo?  Jartako  of  the 
the  yomigster  there '  “f 

Car  Help  !-murder  .'—thieves  !  «««  Car. 

thieves  because  you  are  about  to  have  a 
^th  thel  y®"-  Ha!  ha  !  away 


Manuel  appears  at  the  back. 

e^atoesT‘“  """  ttnproteeted,  helpless 

Pab.  Ha !  ha  !  ha !  Tw’o  helpless  creatures.  Ila  !  ha  ! 
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Ma-w  (rnmvtia  foTv^avd.)  Wliat  incans  all  this, 

Elv%  cTb  ti  Man.)  Save  ub,  Senor,  oh.  save  us 

Man.  (to  EL^)  SaveS-ou,  my  pretty  orre,  of  course  I  will; 
wlio  could  refuse  succour  to  such  eyes  as  those. 

Man.  n"o;  fwoKroyTsylkble.  I'»  to  ^ 

nation  in  such  a  cause.  Vanish!  or  by  St.  Jago  I  U  put  a 
end  to  the  discussion  by  some  cuttmg  ^rgtunents.^^^^^^ 

Pab.  Indeed;  and  pray  who  are  you  wno  assume  such 

^  Who  am  I.  Gad  that  you  shall  soon  know. 


AIR. 

Man.  I  am  a  simple  muleteer, 

Not  too  particular  to  rules, 

I  treat  the  world,  both  far  and  near. 

As  roughly  as  I  treat  my  mules  ; 

If  they  attempt  to  give  me  laws, 

Kiek  up  or  prance  without  good  cause, 

Or  when  I  bid  them  do  not  start — 

Clic,  clac,  my  trade  is  clear. 

Drop  that,  my  lads,  or  else  you’ll  smaitr— 

Clic,  clac,  my  trade  is  clear, 

I  am  a  muleteer. 

Pab.  {through  music.)  A  muleteer  ! 

Elv.  {dittOy  aside  to  Cab.)  'Tis  he  ! 

Man.  Yes,  faith,  I  am  a  muleteer. 

Far  known,  and  through  Castile  renoBii  a, 

And  many  a  loving  breast,  when  near 
Doth  tremble  ’neath  its  corsage  bound  ; 

But  should  one  call,  I  fly  to  aid 
To  help  the  fah  I’m  near  afraid  — 

’Gainst  any  odds  I  take  their  part. 

Clic,  clac,  my  trade  is  clear. 

Amongst  them  all  I  share  my  heart, 

Clic,  clac,  my  trade  is  clear, 

I  am  a  muleteer. 

Elv  to  Car.  {during  which  Man.  has  forced  off  the  2^<^^sants.) 
Now,  ieave  us  for  awhile ;  and  in  the  meantime  see  that  the 
coach  be  ready  for  our  departure. 

C4R.  What  leave  you  alone  wdlh— 

Elv.  You  forget,  i‘t  seems,  with  whom.  .  , 

But  suppobc  uttGr  i-t  ii^liould  not  Bg  tUG  iuuixiuurii 

in  A|uestion  ?  ,  i  .a 

Elv.  Then  I’ll— but  to  make  assurance  doubly  sure— to 

convince  you.  {aloud  to  Man.)  Your  pardon,  Senor,  I  am 
certain  you  will  forgive  my  female  curiosity,  in  being  anxious 
to  loam  the  name  ot  my  generous  and  valiant  protector. 

Man.  My  name,  oh,  certainly.  I  am  usually  called  Manuel, 

and  my  birthplace  is —  ,  ,  . ,  x 

Elv.  {hastily.)  Toledo.  (M.vn.  assent s.)~{asidc  to  Car.) 
There,  now  you  are  coindneed,  leave  us  alone.  See  that  the 
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coach  be  in  readiness,  for  wo  have  little  time  to  spare  before 
nightfall. 

Car.  {aside.)  As  your  majesty  desires.  Intended  or  no 
intended,  I’d  think  it  very  dangerous  to  be  left  alone  with  a 
male  being,  especially  if  he  be,  as  in  this  case,  far  from 
objectiona^i1r',  ’[runs  out  at  baek. 

Man.  Why  where  is  our  valiant  young  friend  scampering 
oflF  to  ? 

Elv.  What,  Piquillo,  my  cousin  ;  he’s  gone  to  see  if  the 
coach — ahem — the  waggon,  be  ready  to  take  us  home. 

Man.  Then  those  sparkling  eyes  and  those  cherry  lips  of 
yours  don’t  belong  to  these  parts. 

Ely.  Oh,  no;  they’re  from  Valladolid. 

^  Man.  Then  you  are  going  my  road.  What  a  lucjcy  coin¬ 
cidence.  We,  then,  shSl  be  able  to  trot  along  together.  I 
shall  take  you  under  my  protecting  wing,  and  woe  to  those 
who  dare  disturb  you  there. 

Ely.  Really,  Senor,  you  are  very  kind  to  me,  a  perfect 
stranger. 

Man.  Not  in  the  least.  I’d  do  the  same  for  any  of  the  sex. 
I’m  their  general  champion — bless  their  dear  hearts.  Why 
it  w'as  only  this  morning  I  nearly  got  into  hot  water  on  account 
of  one. 

Ely.  {annoyed.)  And  that  one  was — 

Man.  No  less  a  person  than  our  dear  little  queen. 

El\  .  The  queen !  and  you  took  her  part.  Oh,  do  tell  me 
all  about  it.  You  don’t  know  how  it  interests  me. 

Man.  This  morning,  while  passing  through  the  Piazza  del 
Neyedo,  I  overheard  a  set  of  lazy  rascals  grumbling  among 
themselves  and  saying  it  would  have  been  better  for  the  country 
if  Don  Pedro  had  inherited  the  tlrrone  in  her  stead. 

Elv.  And  what  did  you  do  f 

Man.  Knock’d  three  or  four  of  them  dowm. 

Ely.  {aside.)  Great  decision  of  character,  the  very  attributes 
required  to  share  a  throne ;  yet  for  all  that  he  has  not  yet 
told  me  whether  he  thinks  me  pretty  or  not. 

Man.  But  enough  of  politics  ;  let’s  talk  of  something  more 
pleasing  and  less  difficult  to  make  out — your  own  insinuating 
little  self  for  instance. 

Elv.  {aside.)  At  last. 

Man.  Do  you  know  you’re  a  devilish  pretty  girl  ? 

Elv.  {drawing  a  long  sigh  aside.)  That’s  lucky,  {alo^td  )  And 
you  really  think — 

Man.  I  do  indeed,  or  else  I  should  not  say  so.  I  wonder 
now  if  that  little  heart  of  yours  is  still  at  liberty,  and  willing 
to  grant  a  long  lease  to  a  most  devoted  and  conscientious 
tenant. 

Elv.  My  h^iirt  might  be  all  very  well,  but  the  generality  of 
mankind  look  on  hearts  as  second  considerations,  wealth, 
power,  station,  being  with  them  the  first. 

,Man.  To  that  rule  I  form  an  exception. 

Elv-  You  do  ? 

Man.  I  do. 
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BALLAD. 

Man.  Could’st  thou,  dear  maid,  thy  form  array 
In  gems  that  monarchs  prize,^ 

They’d  not  enhance  thy  beauty’s  sway, 

Nor  lovelier  make  those  eyes. 

Beyond  all  helps  from  fortune’s  hand 
Thy  graces  dower  thee ; 

Bid  others  seek  for  wealth  and  land, 

But  keep  thy  heart  for  me. 

If  kingly  pow’r  and  place  were  mine. 

Thy  lot,  tbe  humblest  known. 

My  sceptred  sway  I  could  resign 
To  call  thy  heart  my  own. 

Love’s  truest  empire  is  the  breast 
Whose  faith  I  proffer  thee ; 

Bid  others,  then,  make  gold  their  quest, 

But  keep  thy  heart  for  me. 

Elv.  And  am  I  really  to  believe  all  these  fine  sentiments  r 

Man.  You  may  indeed ;  for  were  it  ever  to  enter  my  mind 
to  take  a  wife  (a  circumstance  very  unlikely),  you’re  the  very 
sort  of  little  woman  I  should  choose  ;  couldn’t  be  better,  had 
you  been  made  to  order  ;  for  I’m  certain  there’s  not  your  equal 
to  be  found  in  aU  Spam.  Beal  gems,  like  you,  are  scarce  in 
all  countries. 

Elv.  You  flatter.  Well,  I  shouldn’t  wonder  but  that  we 
might  form  a  very  cosy  couple,  {aside.)  I’m  sure  we’re  getting 
on  finely. 

Man.  The  fact  is,  my  tantalizing  Senorita,  I’m  afraid  those 
eyes  of  yours  will  cause  me  to  forget  the  bounds  of  gallantry. 

{places  his  arm  round  her  waist. 

Elv.  I’m  afraid  he’s  getting  on  too  well,  {disengaging 
herself,  and  in  a  severe  tone.)  Senor  Manuel,  you  forget 
yourself. 

Man.  Not  in  the  least,  my  charmer,  for  were  there  not  some 
unknown  power  in  those  eyes  of  yours,  that  seems  to  inspire, 
nay,  command,  respect,  I  should  have  taken  at  least  ten  kisses 
by  this  time. 

Elv.  Ten  kisses  !  {aside.)  What  shocking  morals. 

Man.  Ten  kisses — bless  you,  twenty. 

Elv.  You  alarm  me. 

Man.  Nay,  Senorita,  there  is  no  cause  for  fear,  although  I 
am  by  no  means  bashful  with  the  generality  of  the  sex.  In 
this  case,  much  less  than  take  a  kiss,  1  dare  not  even  beg  one. 

Elv.  Indeed,  and  wherefore. 

Man.  Gads  life  I  hardly  know,  unless  it  be  caused  by  a 
new  and  strange,  and,  as  yet,  unknown  feeling  I  have  here. 

{placing  his  hand  to  his  heart. 
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Elv. 

Man. 

Elv. 

Man. 


Elv. 


Man. 

Ely. 

Elv. 

Man. 

Elv. 

Man. 

Elv. 

Man. 

Elv. 

Man. 


Elv. 


Man. 

Elv. 


DUET. 

Dost  thou  fear  me  f 

Sadly  fear  tliee. 

Thou  dost  fear  me  i 

Yes,  when  near  me. 

Yes — yes — I  fear  thee —  yes,  I  fear, 

And  much  I  dread  to  fin  d  this  fear, 

This  trembling  is  a  fatal  sign. 

My  heart’s  oerthrow  is  surely  near, 

By  love  made  ever  slave  to  thine. 

Why  should’st  thou  dread  to  feel  that  fear, 

At  such  an  omen  why  repine  ? 

An  honest  man,  a  muleteer, 

»  In  love  should  all  his  heart  resign. 

Together'. 

And  much  I  dread,  &c. 

Why  should’st  thou  dread,  &c. 

Your  courage,  where  ? 

Lost — fled  away. 

And  whence  the  cause  ? 

I  cannot  say. 

Then  thou  dost  fear  ? 

I  own  the  spell. 

The  cause  I’d  hear. 

I’ll  try  to  tell. 

Once  free  from  care  as  the  mules  I  drove. 
Trotting,  galloping,  laughing  at  love. 

Blondes,  brunettes,  bold  or  shy  as  a  dove, 

I  kiss’d  without  asking  permission. 

But  now  mine’s  an  altered  position. 

Though  ’twere  rapture  those  bright  lips  to  kiss, 
Though  your  bounty  but  wait  till  I  task  it, 
Fear  forbids  me  to  snatch  that  dear  bliss. 

And  I  have  not  the  heart  e’en  to  ask  it. 

In  the  contest  uncertain  you  brav’d, 

It  the  queen  ’stead  of  me  you  had  saved, 

In  her  presence  you  dare  not  have  craved 
A  boon  without  asking  permission. 

I’ll  act  as  if  in  her  position. 

If  as  kind  as  though  giving  were  bliss 
My  own  bounty  gave  nought  did  you  task  it 
But,  as  queen,  I  accord  you  a  kiss,  ’ 

Though  you  have  not 'the  heart  e’en  to  ask  it. 

Oh,  rapture  !— joy  most  unexpected ! 

Embrace  me~you  the  queen  protected,  \emhrac 
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3Iax,  Be  thou  my  saint 

I'o  worship  at  thy  shrine. 
Elv.  Kneel  not  to  me, 

I  am  no  saint, 

Nor  by  constraint 
Should  worship  be  mine. 


Together. 

Man.  Hear — hear,  &c. 

Ely.  Cease — cease,  &c. 

[he  falls  on  his  knees^  and  kisses  her  hcmd.  She 
turns  head  away  laughing,  but  perceiving 
Don  P.,  Don  S.,  and  Don  F.,  she  utters  a  slight 
scream,  and  'runs  into  Posada. 

Don.  P.  [perceiving  Elv.'s  features  as  she  runs  offt)  Can  it 
be — ^no — ’tis  impossible. 

Don  F.  Impossible,  it  must  be,  since  your  highness  says 
impossible  it  is. 

Man.  {looking  after  Ely.)  She  has  giYen  me  the  slip,  but  I 
shall  see  ner  again.  A  charming  creature  indeed. 

Don  P.  We’ll  question  that  man  yonder. 

Don  F,  We  will. 

Don  P.  Bid  him  advance. 

Don  F.  Most  speedily,  {to  Man.)  I  say  you  rustic  yonder. 
'Man.  takes  no  heed.)  You  man  there.  (Man.  gives  no  answer,) 
Individual,  you  are  required. 

Man.  Are  you  addressing  that  language  to  me? 

Don.  F.  To  you,  of  course. 

Don  P.  (to  Man.)  You  were  just  now  at  the  feet  of  a 
young  girl. 

Man.  Since  you  saw  me  there,  what  use  of  asking  the 
question  ? 

Don  F.  Yes,  since  we  saw  him  there,  what  use. 

Don  P.  Who  is  she  r 

Man.  That’s  exactly  what  I  want  to  know — can  you  tell  ? 

Don  P.  You  refuse  to  answer  our  enquiries  ? 

Man.  I’ve  told  you  all  I  know,  what  can  a  man  do  more. 
(aside.)  By  the  presence  of  these  folks  in  this  neighbourhood 
there  must  be  mischief  brewing,  (aloud.)  Au  revoir,  Senors, 
I  trust  you  may  find  some  one  to  answer  your  pressing 
enquiries ;  in  that  case,  do  not  forget  an  humble  individual 
who  also  would  like  to  be  let  into  the  secret.  [exit. 

Don  F.  What  presumption  !  really  the  audacity  of  rusticity 
hM  reached  such  a  pitch,  (to  Don  P.)  But  what  ails  your 
highness,  and  why  all  these  pressing  enquiries? 

Don  P.  Did  you  not  remark  that  pciisant  girl,  and  the 
resemblance  ? 

Don  F.  To  whom  ?  to  me  ? 

Don  P.  No — to  the  queen. 

Don  S.  Thequeeu,  dressed  as  a  peasant  girl, 

Don  P.  Unlikely  ’tis  true. 

Don  F.  Impossible  for  certain. 
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Don  S.  Then  to  allow  a  cwnmon  muleteer  to  embrace  her. 
Don  P.  You  are  right,  I  must  have  been  mad. 

Don  F.  Mad — stark,  staring  mad. 

Don  P.  Yet  would  I  have  given  a  thousand  ducats,  nay,  ten 
^’ears  of  my  life,  had  it  been  the  queen ;  but  you  are  right,  'tis 
improbable  and  impossible. 

Don  F.  {knocking  at  table,)  Ah,  house  there  ! 


Pablo  enters  from  Posada. 

Some  wine,  and  of  yoxir  best,  so  that  we  may  laud  your 
posada  on  our  return  to  the  capital,  and  hand  it  down  to 
posterity. 

Pab,  Your  highnesses  shall  have  no  cause  for  complaint. 

[exit. 

Don  P .  Don  Florio,  assure  yourself  we  are  alone. 

Don  F.  {walking  round  stage.)  We  are  alone,  in  fact  I  niav 
sajwe  are  lonelier  than  alone. 

[Pab.  re-enter Sy  and  places  wine  and  cups  on  table y  and 
then  exits. 

Don  P.  Proceed,  Don  Sallust,  I’m  aU  attention. 

Don  S.  Obedient  to  your  highness’s  commands,  I  repaired 
cO  Toledo ;  the  king  being  absent,  I  found  it  easy  to  procure 
an  interview  with  his  brother,  the  Infant  Don  Sebastien,  from 
whom  I  learnt  that  it  was  against  his  inclination  that  his 
royal  brother  had  affianced  him  to  your  cousin ;  when  in¬ 
formed  of  the  subject  of  my  mission,  he  confided  to  me  that 
his  affections  had  been  long  engaged  to  another,  and  he  deter¬ 
mined  at  once  to  place  an  insurmountable  obstacle  to  the 
accomplishment  of  his  brother’s  wishes,  by  having  recourse 
that  ve^  day  to  a  secret  marriage. 

Don  P.  Amd  this  resolution. 

Don  S.  He  fuUy  carried  out,  for  I  was  present  at  the 
ceremony. 

Don  P.  This  good  news  surpasses  my  fondest  expectati(ms. 
Then  the  romantic  project  of  Don  Sebastien  of  visiting  our 
cousin  in  disguise — 

Don  S.  Has  actually  fallen  to  the  ground. 

Don  F.  And  lucky  for  him  it  is  so,  for  had  Don  Sebastien 
visited  us  as  a  muleteer,  considering  our  arrangements,  he 
would  have  met  with  rather  an  unpkasant  reception. 

^  Don  P.  The  Infant  married,  now,  fair  cousin,  the  matter 
lies  between  us  two,  either  you  must  grant  me  your  hand  or 
resign  to  me  your  throne.  ’ 

Don  F.  {pouring  out  wine.)  And,  under  such  circumstances 
permit  me,  your  highness,  to  drink  to  your  future  maiestv’s 
health.  ^ 

5Don  P.  Aye,  Don  Florio,  you  are  right;  fill  me  a  bumper 
lor  at  times  ambition  intoxicates  more  than  wine  ;  and  at  this 
moment  I  require  a  counter  stimulant  to  preserve  the  balance 
of  my  reason. 

Don  F.  And  not  having  any  ambition  myseif— 
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Don  P.  No — nor  reason  cither. 

Don  F.  As  your  highness  says — I  require  a  stimulant  to 
supply  the  place  of  both, 

TRIO. 

Don  Pedro,  Don  Florio,  <xnd  Don  Sallust. 

Don  P.  For  wine’s  sake  and  love, 

From  the  com’t  far  away, 

Life’s  ills  rais’d  above. 

Let  us  drink  and  be  gay. 

Wine — wine — the  magician  thou  art 
That  gildest  the  dull  things  in  life  ; 

Thou  gladd’nest  e’en  poverty’s  heart. 

And  smil’st  on  ambition’s  dark  strife. 

Our  breasts  would  congeal 

With  but  reason’s  dull  sway ; 

Who  would  bound  on  life’s  way. 

Thy  delirium  must  feel. 

Don  S.  Long  live  the  Spanish  king 
Of  every  one’s  the  cry. 

In  chorus  should  I  sing, 

I  would  a  wish  supply. 

And  a  happy  thought  is  mine, 

’Tis — Long  live  Spanish  wine. 

Carmen  runs  in  at  back,  and  meets  Don  Florio  yhce  to  face. 

Car.  (aside.)  Good  gracious  ! 

Don  F.  Well,  rustic,  what  are  you  staring  at  ? 

Don  P.  a  country  lad ;  he  may,  perhaps,  give  us  some  clue 
to  this  peasant  girl  whose  image  still  haunts  me. 

Car.  (aside.)  Courage  and  impudence  will  be  required  here, 
or  I  am  lost. 

Don  P.  Rustic !  approach,  my  lad. 

Car.  (innocently.)  Me,  Senor  ? 

Don  F.  Yes,  you  diminutive  rustic,  and  quickly  too. 

(dragging  him  forward. 
Don  P.  We  have  just  seen  here  a  young  girl. 

Car.  That’s  not  wonderful — there’s  lots  of  such  things  about 
these  parts. 

Don  F.  Aye,  but  this  is  a  peculiar  article,  for  this  peasant 
girl  it  seems  enjoys  a  striking,  incomprehensible,  and  uude- 
hnable  likeness  to  her  majesty  the  queen. 

Car.  Oh,  I  know  who  you  mean  now. 

Don  P.  (anxiously .)  You  do. 

Don  F.  Then  elucidate. 

Car.  You’re  speaking  of  Jaquita. 

Don  F.  Jaquita  !  what’s  that? 

Car.  My  cousin  to  be  sure. 

Don  F.  Then  why  did  you  not  say  so  at  once  ? 

Don  P.  Docs  she  reside  in  these  parts  ? 

Car.  Of  course  she  does,  with  Uncle  Jose,  in  the  little 
white  cottage  at  the  entrance  of  the  valley  yonder. 

Don  F.  (looking  out.)  White  cottage  !  I  can’t  see  any  white 
cottage. 
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Car.  01  coui’so  yi)u  caimot,  Henor,  unless  your  eyes  arc  able 
to  look  round  the  corner ;  tho  cottage  is  just  beyond  the  turn 
of  the  mountain. 

Don  F .  Then  why  did  you  not  say  so  at  once, 

Don  P.  And  how  long  has  she  resided  there  ? 

Car.  Well,  since  she  was  born  I  suppose. 

Don  F.  Since  she  was  born  you  only  suppose,  rustic ;  do  you 
then  suspect  she  resided  there  before  that  interesting  period  ? 
Don  S.  I  should  like  to  see  this  cousin  of  yours. 

Car.  Why,  Senors,  the  fact  is — 

Elvira  appears  at  door  of  Posada.  Carmen,  on  perceiving  ?ier, 

runs  to  her  and  whispers. 

Ely.  {aside  to  Car.)  I  know  all.  Audacity  and  self- 
possession,  or  we  are  lost.  Have  no  fear,  I  shall  be  a  match 
for  them. 


QUARTET. 


Elvira,  Don  Pebro,  Don  Florio,  aTid  Don  Sallust. 


Don  P. 

Don  S. 

Don  F. 

Don  P. 

Don  S. 

Don  F. 

Elv. 


In  every  feature  like  the  queen, 

Was  ever  such  resemblance  seen, 

This  village  girl.  {perceiving  Elv. 

Great  heaven,  'tis  she  ! 

Nay,  though  my  eyes  the  fact  made  known, 

I’ve  too  much  loyalty  to  own 

That  any  girl — -  {perceiving  Elv. 

Great  heaven,  'tis  she  ! 

And  I  must  say,  without  offence, 

’Twould  be  to  lack  mere  common  sense, 

1  o  think  this  girl —  {perceiving  Elv. 

Great  heaven,  'tis  she  ! 

If  she  thinks  to  outbrave  me. 

Or  with  wiles  would  enslave  me, 

This  encounter  shall  save  me — 

'Tis  the  queen  I  behold. 

What  new  wonder’s  in  store  now  ; 

Mercy’s  help  I  implore  now, 

WTt  and  sight  to  restore  now, 

Since  the  queen  I  behold. 

Seeing’s  sure  not  believing, 

If  my  sight’s  now  deceiving  ; 

Oh,  my  senses  are  leaving. 

Or  the  queen  I  behold. 

Oh,  they  must  not  outdare  me. 

No,  nor  shall  they  outstare  me, 

Nor  their  frowns  overbear  me, 

That  the  queen  they  behold. 


All  Three.  Her  portrait  to  the  life  we  see. 

Elv.  Why  bend  on  me  such  curious  eyes  ? 

You  frighten  me— why  this  surprise  ? 


All  Three,  The  rarest  wonder  ever  seen, 

Is  your  resemblance  to  our  queen. 

Of  that  I’ve  often  heard  before. 


Elv. 
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Don  F. 
Don  S. 


Don  P. 
Elv. 


Don  P. 
Elv. 


The  more  I  look,  my  wonder’s  more. 

Yes,  certainly,*  the  features  strike— 

The  nose  and  mouth  are  very  like  ; 

But  then  the  queen  has  much  more  grace 
More  dignity,  and  pride  of  place. 

Her  living  portrait  we  behold. 

’Tis  true,  Senors.  I  ve  oft  been  told 
I’m  like  the  queen  in  form  and  face— 

Ah,  if  I  only  had  her  place.  ' 

What  would’ St  thou  do  had  st  thou  a  throne  r 
Just  listen,  and  I’ll  make  that  known. 


HONDO. 

Oh,  were  I  the  Queen  of  Spain, 

In  my  joyous  festive  court 
No  laws  should  ever  restrain 

The  promptings  of  mirth  and  sport. 
Oft  in  disguise  I’d  stray 

From  Leon,  my  royal  home. 
Through  Navarre — Castile  away — 
O’er  Arragon  to  roam. 


J  oy  with  me  should  ever  tread : 

At  eacn  pause  we’d  hold  a  fete. 

And  turn  everybody’s  head — 

All  the  queen  should  imitate. 

Spain  should  delirium  quafif. 

Her  cup  should  never  empty  be  ; 

Song,  music,  dancing,  and  laugh, 

Would  prove  best  her  love  to  me. 

Oh,  were  I  the  Queen,  &c. 

Don  P.  She’s  charming, 

Don  S.  Delightful. 

Don  F.  Intoxicating— 

Don  P.  {aside  to  others.)  My  lords,  a  brilliant  idea  has  just 

struck  me.  ,  ..-u  i  • 

Don  F.  Tlien  stick  fast  to  it,  such  rarities  are  worth  keeping. 

Don  P,  I  shall  take  this  girl  to  court  with  us. 

Don  S.  ^  Don  F.  To  court ! 

Elv.  Wiiat  does  he  say  ?  r  n 

Don  P.  This  resemblance  that  has  struck  us  so  forcibly 

shall  serve  as  a  weapon  against  the  queen  herself. 

Elv.  {aside.)  Many  thanks,  my  loyal  cousin,  for  the  hint. 
Don  P.  It  shall  be  so.  I  will  communicate  my  plan  anon. 
Don  F.  Nothing  like  the  time  present— not  that  I’m  at  all 

curious.  ,  „ 

Don  P.  {to  Elv.)  Would  you  like  to  make  your  fortune,  my 

pretty  Senorita? 

Elv.  That  all  depends. 

Don  P.  You  refuse  then? 


Enter  Mantjf.l. 

Man.  At  hist  I’ve  found  you,  Senorita,  All  ready.  Mults 
hornessed. 
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Elv.  (asiV/e.)  The  prince  just  in  the  nick  of  time,  [aloud.) 
\  ou  were  seeking  for  me. 

M.vn.  Of  course.  Was  I  not  to  be  your  companion  on  tho 
road  to  Valladolid? 

Elv.  Certainly.  I  had  forgotten  thac. 

Man.  But  that  is  now  impossible,  for  the  road  is  guarded 
by  a  set  of  ill-looking  rascals,  who  say  they  have  directions  to 
let  no  one  pass  without  a  special  order. 

Don  P.  ^0  Don  S.)  My  partisans. 

Man.  [looking  at  Don  P.)  I  suspect  ’tis  some  new  plot 
against  oiir  little  queen.  The  rascals,  I  wish  the  inventors 
were  within  reach  of  my  whip.  [smacks  it. 

Elv.  Great  heaven  ! 

Don  P.  That  being  the  case,  my  fair  Senorita,  I  think  our 
protection  will  be  far  safer  than  that  of  your  friend  yonder. 

Man.  How  do  you  know.  How  many  are  there  of  you  ? 

Don  F.  Three  ! 

Man.  In  that  case  I  have  the  advantage,  for  I’m  worth  six 
of  such  as  you,  any  day. 

Don  P.  [aud  Don  S.,  drawing  their  szoords.)  An  insult ! 

Don  F.  [trying  to  draw  his  sword,  and  getting  behind  them.) 
An  insult ! 

Elv.  For  goodness  sake,  Senors,  do  not  quarrel  on  my 
accoimt.  I  believe  ’tis  for  me  alone  to  make  choice  in  this 
matter. 


FINALE. 

Decide  ! 

Decide  ! 

I  shall  decide  be  sure. 

But  first  would’ St  learn  (excuse  me  pray) 

How  is’t,  and  why  these  partisans  waylay 
Our  progress  hence,  and  make  it  insecure  ? 

These  partisans  are  friends  of  mine  ; 

I  am  their  leader ;  choose  me  for  your  guide. 

No  fear  of  any  danger  need  be  thine. 

[Car.  ascends  from  valley,  and  speaks  aside  to  Elv. 
Pablo  ajul  Peasants  enter  from  Posada. 

At  once,  then,  I  decide ; 

Your  party  shall  be  mine. 

As  your  defender,  then,  you  me  refuse  ? 

Yes;  her  defenders  she  at  will  may  choose. 

Car.  [aside  to  Elv.)  Mistake  of  choice  will  not  mishap  excuse. 
Elv.  'Which  choice  to  make  I  scarcely  know. 

Since  they  conspire  to  plot  my  woe  ; 

Against  themselves,  for  safety’s  sake. 

As  guards,  conspirators  I  take. 

The  Three  Pons.  W'ith  us  she  goes. 

No  more  delay. 

Quick  to  the  road. 

Haste — hence  away  ! 

[during  the  Finale  night  draws  on.  Several  soldiers 
ascend  from  the  valley ;  Don  P.  speaks  to  their 
chief ;  they  form  themselves  at  back  ready  for  his 
escort.  Mountaineers  come  from  Posada  loith 
torches  to  light  Don  P.  and  his  companions  on 
their  way. 


Don  S. 
Don  P. 
Elv. 


Don  P. 


Elv. 

Man 
Don  P. 
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Man.  Farewell,  bright  dream, 

Now  sorrow  wakes. 

Love’s  fitful  beam 
My  breast  forsakes. 

Yes,  fleeting  hope, 

To  thee  farewell ! 

*Tis  vain  to  cope 

With  fate’s  dark  spell. 

Ez.v.  Though  love’s  bright  dream 

Thy  breast  forsakes, 

With  morning’s  beam 
New  hope  awakes. 

Despair’s  dark  cope 
O’er  thee  soon  fell, 

But  still  to  hope 
Say  not  farewell ! 

The  Three  Dons, 

Love’s  fitful  dream 
His  breast  forsakes ; 

With  morning’s  beam 
New  sorrow  wakes. 

Yes,  fleeting  hope 
Bids  them  farewell. 

’Tis  vain  to  cope 
With  fate’s  dark  spell. 

Cho.  No  more  delay. 

Fast  fleets  the  light. 

And  long  the  way. 

And  dark  the  night. 

No  more  dela^', 

For  speeds  the  flight 
Of  parting  day. 

Haste — hence  away  ! 

[Elv.  and  Car.  exit  at  hack,  accompanied  Im  the 
three  Dons.  The  peasants  resume  their  fes¬ 
tivities,  and  the  curtain  falls. 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT  11. 


SCENE  I. — Throne  Room  of  the  Palace  of  Valladodid.  r.  and 
li.  two  arches  with  golden  gates  leading  to  the  gardens.  Doors 
R.  and  L.  Throne  in  c.  on  steps.  Beyond  the  gates  the  Royal 
Halberdiers  seen  on  guard.  At  the  rising  of  the  curtain  nobles 
are  discovered  in  different  groups. 

CHOEUS. 

The  Queen’s  in  the  palace, 

Assemble  our  men, 

Conspiracy  lifts  up 
Its  dark  head  again. 

Her  fall  fast  approaches — 

Is  certain — is  near — 

Death  shadows  our  purpose, 

But  nought  do  we  fear. 

Enter  Don  Pedro. 

What  brings  you  here  despite  of  my  command  ? 

This  indiscretion  might  our  plans  defeat ; 

At  night  alone,  should  treason  stalk  the  land 
From  day  her  dark  thoughts  ever  should  retreat. 

Caution,  comrades — caution,  pray — 

Conspiracy  should  shim  the  day, 

Hiding  in  its  breast  desire 
Smouldering  like  volcanic  fire, 

As  though  peace  its  thoughts  employ. 

But  beneath  its  fair  disguise 
M''akeful  wrath,  dread  purpose  lies. 

Bowl  and  dagger  in  its  clasp. 

Vengeance  once  within  its  grasp. 

Let  it  thunder,  burst,  destroy. 

Cho.  Caution,  comrade — caution,  pray — 

Prudence  bids  us  shun  the  day. 

[nobles  exeunt  by  gates  {which  are  closed  on  them) 
cw  Don  Salldst  enters.  ^ 

Don  P.  Well,  the  missive  I  confided  to  your  care. 

Don  S.  I,  myself,  delivered  into  Don  Garcia’s  hands. 

Don  P.  Then  all  my  plans  are  matured,  and  must  of 
themselves  work  a  successful  issue. 
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Don  8.  I  am  delighted  to  hear  it,  your  Highness. 

DonP.  Judge  for  yourself;  the  Queen  will  shortly  visit  her 
palace  here,  at  Valladolid,  attended  by  the  whole  of  her  train 
and  while  she  receives  the  mock  homage  of  her  subjects,  in 
open  court,  Don  Garcia,  obeying  my  instructions  which  were 
contained  in  the  missive  you  yourself  delivered  to  him,  will 
secure  the  principal  posts  of  her  palace  of  Leon,  so  that  on  her 
wall^^^  wHl  find  herself  a  prisoner  within  its  very 

Don  S.  But  once  the  Queen  a  prisoner — what  then  ? 

•  V,  then  ?  Why  then  I  inform  her  of  the  mar¬ 

riage  of  the  Infant,  and  give  her  one  day  either  to  accept  mv 
hand  or  abdicate  her  throne. 

Don  S.  But  should  she  refuse? 

refuse,  I  immediately  have  recourse  to  the 
litUe  peasant  whom  we  have  confided  to  Don  Florio’s  care. 
^on  b.  Admirably  conceived,  your  Highness. 

Don  P.  Yes— all  proniises  Avell,  yet  at  times  I  have  strange 
misgivmgs.  But  ambition  forbids  despair,  and  hope  points 
onwards  to  its  goal.  .  f 

SONG. 

Though  fortune  darkly  o’er  me  frowns. 

And  each  day  brings  its  care. 

Ambition  s  dream  bright  hope  still  crowns. 

And  bids  me  not  despair. 

Though  morning  s  bloom  be  passed  away. 

Its  beauty  spent  and  gone, 

■  Though  foes  assail  and  friends  betray. 

My  heart  shall  still  hope  on. 

More  dangers  may  my  path  beset, 

New  storms  life's  sky  o’ercast, 

My  daring  I  shall  ne’er  regret. 

But  dare  on  to  the  last. 

The  fleeting  prize,  if  held  in  view. 

May  yet  be  nobly  won, 

Tliough  life’s  first  dream  may  not  prove  truo, 

StUl  hope  shall  lead  me  on. 

Don  P.  But  this  continued  absence  of  Don  Plorio  alarms  me. 
Don  S.  Wherefore,  your  Highness  ? 

Don  P.  Have  I  not  entrusted  to  him  the  custody  of  this 
young  peasant  girl,  on  whom  the  entire  development  and 
success  of  our  plot  depend  ? 

Don  S.  And  has  he  not  answered  for  her  safe  keeping  with 
his  head? 

Don  P.  ’Tis  so— but  I  am  impatient  for  his  return  to  be 
assured  of  her  safety. 

Don  S.  Your  Highness — see  here  is  Don  Florio  in  propria 
persona. 

Etiter  Don  Florio. 

Don  P.  At  last ! 

Don  F.  As  your  Highness  observed,  at  last.  (Aside.)  If 
I  could  only  be  several  hundred,  nay,  thousand  feet  under 
ground  at  the  present  moment,  I  should  prefer  the  locality. 
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Don  P.  {with  severity.)  You  have  faithfully  and  punctually 
attended  to  my  orders  ? 

Don  F.  {embarrassed.)  Faithfully,  and,  most  def-i-nitely 
punc-tu-ally ;  in  fact,  more  pimctually  than  the  most  concise 
punctuality  can  expect. 

Don  P.  Thus  far,  then — well. 

Don  F^.  Well,  as  your  Highness  observed,  (aside.)  My 
stars,  he  d  not  think  it  well  if  he  knew  the  little  jade  had 
slyped  through  my  fingers  like  an  eel.  (aside.)  I  wonder 
what  my  fate  will  be,  the  tortures  of  the  inquisition  or  the 
pleasures  of  decapitation  ?  (aloud.)  But  why,  your  highness, 
80  anxious  after  this  young  girl  ? 

Don  P.  She  is  the  very  pivot  of  our  plot,  for  should  the 
(Jueen,  when  m  my  power,  refuse  the  terms  I  suggest,  favored 
11^  wonderful  resemblance,  and  with  a  little  tuition,  we 
srmll  be  able  to  present  this  village  rustic  at  a  grand  ceremony, 
which  V(ill  be  carefully  prepared,  to  her  subjects,  where  our 
new-made  majesty  shall,  with  her  own  lips,  make  a  formal 
abdication  of  her  crown  in  favor  of  her  royal  cousin,  and  an- 
nounce.her  intention  to  end  her  days  in  the  peaceful  solitude 
of  a  cloister. 

Don  S.  Success,  then,  seems  certain,  eh  !  Don  Florio  ? 

Don  F.  Certain,  positive,  (aside.)  The  proverb  savs,  “First 
catch  your  hare,  &c.” 

The  gates  are  thrown  open.  The  noblemen  and  ladies  enter  from 
arch  L.  ajid  place  themselves  on  each  side  of  the  throne.  The 
royal  halbadiers  at  bach  guarding  the  issues  of  the  palace  and 
keeping  back  the  eager  crowd  of  burghers  and  citizens  who 
c^pear  at  the  ii.  gate.  Elvira  enters  from  arch  l.  attended 
by  Beatrice,  Carmen  and  Maids  of  Honor ^  Pages  and  Squires, 
She  ascends  the  throne  steps. 

CHOEUS. 

Hail !  hail !  hail ! 

All  honor  to  our  queen. 

Protect  the  queen,  O  bounteous  heav’n. 

Long  live  our  noble  queen 

The  ever  best  belov’d 

Of  the  people  ’neath  her  sway. 

Whose  prayer  is,  night  and  day. 

Long  live  our  gracious  queen  ? 

Elv,  Oh  far  more  than  my  crown 
My  country’s  weal  I  prize. 

My  power  I  would  lay  down, 

And  all  would  sacrifice  ' 

For  Spain’s — my  people’s  sake. 

Could  I  them  happy  make. 

But  now,  each  day  brings  cares, 

That  mock  at  human  pride. 

Then  sjieed  to  heaven  a  prayer. 

Your  Sovereign’s  thoughts  to  guide, 
c 
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Don  S. 

Don  F. 
Don  P. 


Cho.  We  speed  to  heav’n  a  prayer 

Our  sovereign's  thoughts  to  guide 

Pedro  io  Florio  and  Sallust, 

The  likeness  mark,  'tis  wondrous  strange, 

Except  in  dress  I  see  no  change. 

^Vere  not  the  other  in  our  care 
I’d  say— 

Your  pardon,  but  I  vow 
I  can  t  to  mind  the  likeness  call. 

She  don’t  resemble  her  at  all. 

{to  Queen)  Your  people,  royal  cousin,  pray 
P ennission  their  respects  to  pay. 

Wilt  deign  receive  the  homage  they 
Would  proffer  to  your  majesty  ? 

Some  prayers  they  would  present  to  thee. 

It  so  much  honor  d  they  may  be. 

Ihe  honor  is  conferr’d  on  me. 

Iheir  love,  their  reverence  is  my  pride— 

Let  all  approach— be  none  denied 
Who  seek  for  justice  from  the  queen _ 

Has  never  such  a  sovereign  been. 

[citizens  and  burghers  approach  and  present  petitions 
to  the  queen.  Man.  advances  and  recognizes  her. 

w.  „  u  n  h’  hoW.  I  dare  not  so  offend, 

Elv.  (to  Car.)  It  is  the  prince  again  (to  Man.)  What  want 
you  friend! 

The  very  muleteer  we  met  last  night. 

You  re  silent  still 
With  wonder— with  delight— 

The  voice,  the  face— your  pardon,  madam,  pray— 
But  but— I  really  don’t  know  what  to  say. 

Pass  on,  good  man. 

'Tis  wonderful!  'highness,  I  obey, 

mat  is?  It  exceeding  strange. 

Why  nothing. 

Afar  1  Dorms  they  might  exchange.  [Exit. 
My  faithful  subjects,  be  assured  no  prayer 

A  J^^g^ent  or  redress  in  vain  shall  call, 

Ami  all  the  queen  can  do  to  soothe  each  care, 
Heaven  aiding,  shall  be  done— so  farewell  all 
Cho.  repeated. 

[every  body  exits  except  Elv.,  Car.  Bea.,  and 
Maids  of  Honor :  the  gates  are  closed. 

Elv.  {with  great  severity.)  Ladies,  are  we  alone? 

^AR.  Perfectly,  your  majesty. 

liberty.  Joyfully.)  In  that  case,  full 

All  tre  Ladies.  Aye,  liberty  !  liberty  I 
the  ciiirL  majesty,  consider  the  etiquette  ot 


Elv. 


Omnes. 


Man. 


Don  P, 

Elv. 

Man. 


Don  P. 
Man. 

Don  F. 
Don  P. 
Don  F. 
Man. 
Elv. 
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Elv.  My  dear  duchess,  we  have  been  burthened  enough 
with  it  for  the  last  hour. 

Bea.  Oh,  pray  silence,  your  majesty !  What  would  Spain 
say  if  she  knew  ? 

Elv.  My  dear  duchess,  Spain  might  say  and  think  whatever 
it  pleased :  but,  had  I  the  choice,  I  would  not  change  the 
humble  couch  of  my  convent  cell  for  yonder  gilded  throne. 


BALLAD. — The  Convent  Cei/l. 

Elvira. 

Of  girlhood’s  happy  days  I  dream. 

My  home  the  house  of  prayer. 

As  in  the  bosom  of  a  stream 
Seemed  heaven  reflected  there. 

In  regal  halls,  where  oft  I  sigh. 

Fond  memories  with  me  dwell 
Of  many  a  blissful  hour  gone  by, 

Pass’d  in  my  convent  cell. 

Oh  !  call  it  not  a  solitude, 

When  silence  reigns  profoimd, 

With  placid  smiles  the  sisterhood 
Keep  angel  watch  around. 

The  vesper  hymn  sings  day  to  rest. 

To  wake  with  matin-bell — 

Oh  !  peace  no  home  has  like  the  breast 
That  sleeps  in  convent  ceU. 

Enter  Manuel  hastily ^  door  r. 

Man.  ’Tis  she,  indeed ! 

Car.  a  man ! 

Elv.  {aside.)  I  thought  he’d  soon  find  his  way  back  again. 

Bea.  a  male  being — horrible  ! 

Car.  Not  in  the  least,  duchess ;  now  I  look  again,  he’s  far 
from  it. 

Bea.  Begone,  sirrah !  or  dread  the  awful  fate  that  awaits  you . 

Man.  {kneeling.)  On  my  knees,  O  Queen !  I  beg  leave  to 
address  but  a  few  words  to  your  majesty,  only  a  few  {aside)  it 
is — no,  it  is  not. 

Bea.  {striking  Man  with  her  fan.)  Don’t  you  hear  me,  sirrah. 
How  on  earth  did  he  get  here  ? 

Man.  Profiting  by  the  confusion  of  the  crowd,  I  escaped 
the  vigilence  of  the  sentries,  and  slipped  past ;  nay,  had  it 
cost  me  my  life,  I  would  have  reached  her  majesty  in  some 
manner  to  warn  her  of  the  new  dangers  that  surround  her 
throne ;  a  thousand  lives  would  be  a  mean  sacrifice  for  such 
a  queen. 

Bea.  The  throne  in  danger  !  Then  speak  out,  man,  for  all 
our  sakes,  and  mine  especially. 

Man.  That  which  I  have  to  communicate  must  be  told  to 
majesty  alone. 

Elv.  Indeed  !  In  that  case,  leave  me  for  awhile,  my  friends 

Bea.  But  etiquette,  your  majesty. 
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'  _Elv.  Surely,  my  dear  duchess,  where  a  throne  is  in  danger, 
etiquette,  for  once,  may  be  laid  aside.  Go,  I  desire.  I  com¬ 
mand  it ! 

Bea.  Wonders  will  never  cease,  and  the  world  vill  soon  be 
topsy  turvy  lExit  Bea.,  Car.,  a7id  Ladies. 

V  ^  private  interview,  no  doubt  to  make 

himself  knoiVTi  to  me,  and  put  an  end  to  his  disguise. 


Elv. 

Man. 


Elv. 


Man. 


Elv.  He 
Elv. 

Man. 

Elv. 

Man, 


Elv. 


Man. 

Elv. 

Man. 

Elv. 

Man. 

Elv. 


DUET. 


We  are  alone — -I  listen,  pritnee  speas:. 

Your  pardon — it  may  be  wild  fancj ’s  freak. 

But  in  this  dream,  that  takes  of  reason  place. 

Last  night,  amid  the  mountains,  far  away. 
Without  the  court,  that  should  her  presence  grace, 
I^saw  the  queen  of  Leon  humbly  stray. 


ROMANCE. 


The  maid  I  met,  to  me  did  seem, 

1  hough  poor  the  garb  she  wore, 
More  lovely  than  a  poet’s  dream, 

Or  vestal  shrined  of  yore. 

Her  gentle  voice  express’d  no  guile, 
Nor  could  in  passion  rave,  ’ 
glorious  smile 

Might  make  the  whole  world  slave. 
Her  beaming  eyes  and  beauteous  form 
Like  radiance  shed  on  me. 

Didst  ^ou  in  her  my  sense  then  charm  ? 
Or  charms  she  now  in  thee  ? 

character  well-I  shall  keep 
It  tolly  IS  your  sole  excuse. 

You  must  permit  it  to  amuse. 

Gainst  all  the  world  I  will  maintain 
Ihe  village  girl  was  you. 

From  laughter  I  cannot  refram 
If  you  this  course  pursue. 

In  tliGG — tliGG“™I  vow 
The  maid  I  recognize. 

Your  laughter  but  supplies 
Another  proof  to  me. 

In  vain  your  word  denies, 

Your  voice  and  sparkling  eyes 
Are  further  proofs  against  thee. 

I  m  not  the  queen — ha,  ha  ! 

I  must  have  been — ha,  ha ! 

The  maid  you’ve  seen — ha,  ha 
Or  maid  or  queen. 

Ha  ha ! 

In  shape  and  mien. 

Ha,  ha ! 

You  both  have  been. 

Ha,  ha  ! 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 


in  mine. 
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Though  anger  now  should  move 
I  can’t  for  mirth,  reprove  thee. 

Man.  I’m  sure  ’twas  you. 

Elv.  Ha,  ha ! 

Man  I  know  'twas  you. 

Ely.  .  Ha,  ha ! 

Man.  I  vow  'twas  you, 

Ha!  ha! 

Ah,  ah,  ah,  ah,  ah,  ah ! 

You  know  ’twas  me — ah,  ah  ! 
You’ll  vow  ’twas  me — ah,  ah ! 
Though  anger  now  should  move  me, 
I  can’t,  for  mirth,  reprove  thee. 


Car.  [entering.')  What’s  passing  here  ? 

Man.  Great  heaven,  'tis  he  ! 

Elv.  &  Car.  What,  he  ? 

Man.  I’m  not  the  dolt  that  I  may  seern  to  be, 
This  is  the  peasant  boy  I  saw  with  thee 
Last  night. 

Elv.  a  peasant  boy—  this  lady  ? 

Gar. 


Mef 


Man. 

Car. 


Oh  yes  ! — the  boy’s  to  an  angel  changed. 
But  still  I  recognize. 

You  compliment. 


Man.  I’d  know  you  under  any  colors  ranged. 


Car.  You  compliment. 

Man.  Not  such  was  my  intent. 

Car.  Ah  !  how  spiteful ! 

Ely.  ’Tis  delightful. 

Oh,  truly,  I  must  long  this  jest  enjoy. 

He  takes  a  maid  of  honor  for  a  boy. 

Car.  So  I’m  a  boy — ha,  ha  ! 

A  pretty  boy —  ha,  ha  ! 

A  roguish  boy — ha,  ha  ! 


Man.  The — ooy,  were  you# 

The  —maid,  were  you? 

Laugh  on,  ’tis  true. 

Car.  Ha,  ha ! 

Ha,  ha ! 

Ha,  ha ! 

Elvira  and  Carmen. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 


Enter  Beatrice  and  Maids  of  Honor, 

Bba.  This  laughter’s  out  of  place. 

To  all  etiquette,  disgrace. 


Ensemble. 
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Ely. 

Bea. 

Car. 

Bea. 

Ely. 

Car. 

Cho, 


Here’s  a  muleteer,  -who  says 
That  a  peasant  girl  I  am . 
Fie,  fie ! 

Here’s  a  muleteer  who  says 
That  a  peasant  boy  I  am. 
Fie,  fie ! 

I’m  not  the  queen,  &c. 

So  I’m  a  boy,  &c. 

Ha,  ha !  &c.  &c. 


mIn  is  disgraceful,  what  will  the  court  say  > 

here  w^st^if^rrher 

reHrJ)  yourself  {motions  to  Ladies  and  Bea.  to 

oetiie.)  You,  Carmen,  remam.  Now,  friend,  speak  out  freely 

p  aT'  yt  ^  convent— horrible  ! 

delightM.'"'''^^®'  yom-  majesty  said  it  was 

Ely.  Delightful,  of  course,  Avhen  one  is  free  •  but  nnr>P  +Lo 
heart  IS  engaged  and  one  feels  that  it  is  no  lonier  one"s 

a  man  it  fs^^hl  8“'  (“***>  Poking  fixedly  at  Man.)  What 
Th~  f "'ill  '“t  take  a  hint. 

^AR.  Ihen  what’s  to  be  done  ? 

EV.  line  we  must  hit  upon  some  plan  to  fTu«!trato 
-nsp^cy.  (to  Man.)  Yof  must  ha?e 

good'bladi^L^aVTr/’  humble  muleteer,  a  stout  heart,  and  a 
"Waiters  atInytimI“='-‘'  "  r^th  a“ 

T  convinced  on  that  point,  but— 

(oloaJto  ci?'^  ft°’  '*  "“Skt  place  his  life  in  danger-Ah ' 
hour  I  shalfX  I  “  better  plan,  feefore  an 

Man.  {aside.)  Charming,  worthy  indeed  to  grace  a  throne. 

■E'TNr  QrN  I  AW  \}ows  and  exit. 

Ely.  bo,  so!  they  wish  to  make  me  a  prisoner  and  thou 

aid  me  iirewrying  S'*  «»eonseiously 

^  {.To  ladies  at  hack.  Approach  ladies. 

Ely*  FeaTmu'^'^r^’-n'V^^? anxiety— this  conspiracy? 
us  wIpITo  ^  Jo  ‘r  oltcn^"^ 

tliat^h’ivo  1  “I'll’csty,  without  witnessing  the  festivities 

vmJ  loThis'iJX’rr'’^'  y"”  'oyS 
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Ely.  My  dear  duchess,  believe  me  I  was  not  born  for  regal 
festivities,  nor  for  a  throne,  Avhich  would  a  thousand  times 
better  suit  a  more  imposing,  a  more  grave,  majestic  person, 
such  as  yourself,  duchess. 

Bea.  Me,  your  majesty  ? 

Elv.  And  why  not?  A  descendant  of  the  Calatravas. 

Bea.  There  your  majesty  is  perfectly  correct,  and  in  a  most 
direct  line  too. 

Elv.  She  takes  the  bait,  (afoztc?.)  How  fitly  would  a  diadem 
adorn  that  lofty  brow. 

Bea.  It  might,  indeed !  but  the  improbability  of  seeing  one 
there. 

Elv.  {aside.)  She  bites  eagerly,  {aloud.)  Quick,  Carmen, 
the  diadem. 

[Car.  assists  Ely.  to  take  the  diadem  off  her  head. 

Bea.  The  diadem,  your  majesty — and  wherefore  ? 

Ely.  That  I  myself  may,  for  a  few  moments,  place  it  where 
it  will  sit  with  becoming  grace. 

Bea.  Oh,  your  majesty,  I  really  cannot  permit. 

[5^oqps  her  head  to  receive  the  crown, 

Ely.  {aside  to  Car.)  What  a  poor  willing  lamb  at  slaughter. 
Now  the  mantle. 

Bea.  What  the  regal  mantle  ?— really  this  is  overpowering. 

fetches  mantle  from  throne  where  Ely.  left  it, 
and  “places  it  on  Bea.’s  shoulders, 

Elv.  Duchess,  carry  your  head  high. 

[Bea.  walks  to  and  fro  with  assumed  dignity. 

Elv.  Stately  indeed.  Duchess.  Am  I  not  right,  ladies  ? 

Car.  &  Ladies.  Charming  !  Imposing  ! 

Ely.  Therefore  'tis  our  sovereign  pleasure,  duchess,  that  for 
a  Avhole  day  you  should  fill  our  post  and  govern  our  kingdom 
of  Leon,  according  to  your  own  views  of  etiquette.  So  when 
the  state  carriage  arrives  at  the  palace  gates,  you  shall  take 
my  place  in  it ;  but  mind  that  your  features  be  concealed  by  a 
veil,  so  that  my  loving  subjects,  mistaking  you  for  myself,  may 
load  you  with  theii’  heartfelt  and  joyful  acclamations. 

Bea.  Your  majesty  has  trsnsported  me  into  a  delirium  of 
extacy  and  delight ;  a  descendant  of  the  Calatravas  will  then 
occupy  a  regal  place  at  court. 

Elv.  {aside  to  Car.  Yes,  and  the  regal  place  at  the  convent 
too.  {aloud.)  Some  one  approaches— quick,  duchess — nay,  I 
mean  your  majesty,  by  this  door,  and  do  not  forget  my  in¬ 
structions.  Now,  ladies,  your  duty. 

[the  ladies  form  two  lines,  which  Bea.  ^;as5es  hetxoecn  with 
a  majestic  step,  and  exit  at  door  l. 

Elv.  Poor  duchess,  she  little  knows  what  is  in  store  for  her. 
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Don  Pedro,  Don  Sallust,  and  Don  Florio, 
enter  from  gate  r.  ’ 


los^^^*  ^  ^  moment  later,  and  all  was 

Don  P.  May  it  please  your  majesty  to  accept  my  arm  to  the 
whence  you  will  be  able  to  be  a  spectator  of 
t  e  festivities  prepared,  w'hich  now  only  await  your  royal 
presence  to  proceed.  ^  ^ 

dear  cousin,  I  feel  indisposed.  You  must  really 
eplace  me  on  this  occasion,  and  apologize  to  the  court  for 
this  seeming  neglect ;  nay,  there  will  be  hardly  any  need  for 

see  mfplLeTlled ‘b7y„‘u!‘‘  *« 

Don  P.  Your  majesty  flatters. 

Elv.  Truth  cousin-real  truth.  Don  Sallust,  pray  see  that 
om^carnage  be  in  readiness  to  convey  us  to  our  palace  S 

Don  P.  (aside  to  Don  S.)  'Tis  lucky  that  your  nrecautionq 
have  been  so  prematurely  taken.  ^  precautions 

\boios  to  Elv.,  and  exits  at  gate  l. 
Elv.  Ladies,  you  had  better  remain  and  witness  the  festi' 

accompany  7e!'^t 

qu?em^‘  Sooner  than  you  expect,  fair 

Elv.  to  court,  and  exits  at  door,  the  Maids 
of  Honor  exit  at  back.  ’ 

Don  P.  And  now,  Don  Florio,  we  have  an  open  field  before 
us  now  to  bring  our  plan  into  action. 

"'^‘'^okilyom-plan  has  evaporated. 

Don  P.  I  shall  soon  receive  a  message  from  Don  Garein 
announcing  the  arrest  of  the  queen-aii  then  for  the  peS 

Don  F.  Peasant  girl !  what  peasant  girl  ?— oh,  yes,  I  know. 


BUFFO  DUET. 


Don  Pedro  and  Don  Florio. 


Don  P. 
Don  I’. 
Don  P. 
Don  F. 


Go,  quickly  bring  the  maid. 

I  think  you  said  the  maid  ? 
Of  course  I  said  the  maid. 

You’re  sui-e  you  m-can  the  maid 
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Don  P. 

Again  I  say,  the  maid. 

Don  F. 

Indeed,  I  am  afraid. 

Don  P. 

What  other  could  I  mean — 

No  other’s  in  your  care  ? 

Don  F. 

Some  roguish  little  quean, 
That  would  your  heart  tnsnai’ 

Don  P. 

Pshaw !  nonsense. 

Don  F. 

’Tis  nonsense. 

Don  P. 

Time’s  flying. 

Don  F. 

I’m  dying. 

Don  P. 

AVas  never  such  an  ass 

As  this  man  is  to  my  thought. 

Don  F. 

Oh  !  never  such  a  pass 

As  this  to  which  I’m  brought. 

Don  P. 

Is  she  not  safe. 

And  underneath  your  care  ? 

Don  F. 

Oh,  yes,  she’s  safe. 

Not  underneath  my  care. 

Don  P. 

Confided  to  your  charge. 

Should  she  be  now  at  large, 

You  have  forfeited  your  head. 

Remember,  I  have  said. 

Don  F. 

That  can’t  be  much  to  dread  ; 

For  when  I  took  the  charge 

Of  this  runaway  at  large, 

'Twas  then  I  lost  my  head. 

Don  P. 

If  she  be  not  secure. 

You  shall  hang,  sir. 

Don  F. 

What  I  ? 

Don  P. 

From  the  battlements  high. 

Don  F. 

What  a  drop  to  be  sure. 

Don  P. 

You  shall  hang,  sir. 

Don  F. 

What  I  ? 

Don  P. 

You  shall  hang — 

Don  F. 

Very  high. 

I  shall  hang  very  high. 

Don  P. 

The  crisis  is  nigh. 

Don  F. 

He  means  I’m  to  die. 

Don  P. 

Fortune  favors  my  aim. 

Don  F. 

I  can’t  say  the  same. 

Don  P. 

A  throne  I  shall  win. 

Don  F. 

I,  a  grave  tumble  in. 

Don  P. 

So  impatient  am  I. 

Don  F. 

So  affirighted  aim  I. 

Don  P 

Was  never  such  an  ass,  &c. 

Don  F. 

Was  never  such  a  pass,  &c. 
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Elvira,  dressed  as  in  Act  I.,  havmg  entered  from  door  r.,  and 
overheard  the  last  words  hehoeen  them,  comes  forward. 

Ely.  Here  I  am. 

Done,  {staring  vacantly  at  her.)  Eh,  what— ha  !  ha  !— why 
yom’  highness,  before  your  highness’s  own  nose — 
ha.  ha!  I  seem  to  have  just  contracted  a  ncAvdease  of  ex¬ 
istence.  {aside.)  She  must  have  come  in  through  the  keyhole, 
and  just  in  the  nick  of  time  too — estimable  young  female. 


During  this  speech  1)on  Sallust  enters  fromi,,,  and  speaks  to 

Don  Pedro. 


Don  P.  You  are  certain  she  has  left  for  her  palace  at  Leon  ? 

Don  S.  I  saw  her  enter  the  carriage  myself. 

Elv.  {looking  round.)  Bless  ray  stars,  how  beautiful  every 
thing  is  in  these  parts.  ^ 

Come,  say  now,  candidly,  my  pretty  one,  would 
you  like  to  pass  the  remainder  of  your  days  in  such  a  brilliant 
abode  as  this  ? 


Elv.  Well,,I  must  confess  it  wouldn’t  be  at  all  objectionable. 

Don  P.  Have  plenty  of  lacqueys  to  wait  on  you,  and  the 
choicest  satms  and  silks  to  dress  yourself. 

Elv.  Oh,  that  indeed  would  be  delightful,  for  I  am  rather 
a  coquette — but  that’s  my  only  failhig. 

Don  S.  Then  a  gilded  coach  to  ride  in. 


Enchanting,  for  I  confess  I’m  rather  lazy— but  that’s 
the  only  fault  I  have. 


Don  P.  To  be  obeyed  by  all  around  you. 

Elv.  Just  what  I  should  like,  for  I  cannot  bear  contra¬ 
diction,  it  makes  me  fly  immediately  into  a  bad  temper,  and 
I  m  very  choleric— but  that’s  all. 

Don  S.  {smiling.)  No  doubt. 

Don  F.  In  fact,  you  see  she  possesses  all  the  virtues  that 
usually  grace  the  female  gender. 

Don  P.  You  are  brave,  determined,  and  able  to  second  us 
in  a  grand  enterprise. 

Ely.  {proudly.)  Ain  I  not  an  Arragonaise,  Senor  ? 

Don  F.  And  a  little  devil  too— capable  of  anything— that 
I’U  answer  for. 


Don  P.  Well  then,  listen,  this  is  what  we  expect  of  you. 
Ely.  {aside.)  At  last. 

Don  P.  Do  you  think  you  would  have  couinge  enough  to 
personate  a  queen  ?  It  requires  lofty  bearing,  courage — 

Don  F.  And  lots  of  other  tilings. 

Elv.  Wlicre  there’s  a  will,  you  know,  there’s  a  way,  I’ll 
try  my  best.  I  can  do  no  more. 
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Elviha  sings  hi  rustic  style. 

I’m  but  a  simple  peasant  maid, 

None  e’er  serv’d  or  me  obey’d, 

My  bumble  cot  and  woodland  range 
I  would  not  for  a  palace  change. 

Changing  to  a  serious  manner. 

But  where  I  queen  my  smile  should  fall 
Where  sorrow  did  for  pity  call ; 

While  on  the  haughty-brow’d  and  vain 
My  frown  should  fix  with  fierce  disdain  : 

And  they  who  called  the  world  their  own 
Must  needs  except  my  realm  and  throne. 

If  treason  dared  but  lift  its  head. 

An  iron  heel  should  on  it  tread. 

\_movement  of  conspirators. 

Still — still — still 
I’m  but  a  simple  peasant  maid. 

None  e’er  serv’d  or  me  obey’d, 

My  humble  cot  and  woodland  range 
I  would  not  for  a  palace  change. 

I  am  a  simple  peasant  maid, 

In  my  heart  I’m  much  afraid 
That  such  great  folks  as  you  must  be 
Will  either  frown  or  laugh  at  me. 

Changing  again. 

If  loving  more  my  crown  than  me. 

The  Infant  sought  my  lord  to  be, 

I’d  say  to  him,  dear  coz,  take  care. 

Ambition  should  of  falls  beware  ; 

And  he  who  seeks  with  me  to  wed 
Will  have,  perchance,  to  lose  his  head ; 

If  to  the  throne  your  wishes  tend. 

Then  by  the  scaffold  steps  ascend. 

Still — still — still 

I’m  but  a  simple  peasant  maid,  &c. 

Don  P.  'Tis  strange. 

Don  S.  Hang  me  if  she  did  not  make  me  tremble. 

Don  F.  I’m  in  a  cold  perspiration  all  over. 

Don  P.  {aside  to  Don  S.)  Should  we  have  been  mistaken, 
and  were  it  really  the  queen  ? 

Don  S.  Folly,  your  highness ;  by  this  time  the  queen  is  a 
prisoner  in  her  palace  of  Leon. 


Enter  several  Noblemen  from  gate  l.  ;  one  places  a  letter  in  the 
hands  o/Don  Pedro,  xohichhe  hastily  glances  over.  Other 
Noblemen  enter  from  gate  r.  and  speak  aside. 

Don  S.  No  ill  news  I  hope. 

Don  P.  Our  plans  have  failed.  Here  Don  Gai-cia  states 
that  ’twas  the  duchess  he  arrested  in  the  queen’s  carriage, 
and  that  the  queen  has  remained  in  this  palace. 

Don  S.  How  are  we  to  act  ? 


{the  Nobles  gather  round  Don  P. 
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Elv,  (aside.)  What  are  they  whispering  about  I  wonder  ? 

Don  F.  I  can  now  perfectly  understand  how  the  little 
peasant  girl,  who  had  slipped  through  my  fingers  so  suddenly, 
turned  up  again. 

Don  P.  Then  she  has  not  been  in  your  safe  keeping  the 
whole  time  ? 

Don  F.  Unluckily,  no ;  but  not  by  any  fault  of  mine.  Try 
to  keep  an  eel  between  your  finger  and  thumb,  and  see  how 
long  it  will  remain  there. 

Don  P.  (aside  to  Nobles.)  Yes,  we  have  been  duped — 'tis 
herself— the  queen. 

Elv.  (aside.)  Am  I  discovered  ? 


FINALE. 

(conspirator's  aside  to  Don  P 

Cho.  Fear  not,  though  danger  threaten  you. 

Our  lives  we  place  at  your  command  ; 

The  deed,  whate’er  it  is,  weTl  do, 

Don  Pedro’s  king  of  heart  and  hand. 

Elv.  What  say  they  ? 

[Don  P.  whispers  to  a  courtier  who  exits  E. 

Don  P.  Sweet  one,  understand 

The  chapel  now  they  decorate. 

And  soon  the  chaplain  there  shall  wait 
For  you. 

Elv.  The  chaplain  wait  for  me  ? 

Don  P.  'Tis  my  caprice  to  wed  mth  thee. 

Elv.  What  you,  my  lord  ? 

Don  P.  Yes — yes — thy  charms 

Enslave,  and  love  my  bosom  warms. 

Don  S.  No  other  female  would  refuse 
So  high  an  honor. 

Don  F.  That  is  true. 

Elv.  Refusing,  I’ve  a  good  excuse. 

Don  P,  Indeed! — what’s  that? 

Elv.  I  don’t  love  you  ! 


The  Three  Dons. 

Take  care,  such  union  ne’er  has  been 
But  by  the  sovereign  refused  ; 

And  if  from  it  you’d  be  excused, 

We  then  must  take  you  for  the  queen. 
Elv.  What  said  they  ?  take  me  for  the  queen. 

The  Three  Dons 

You’re  in  our  power,  and  must  ol'ey. 

Or  queen,  or  villager,  now  say 

Your  choice  with  1 |  at  once  to  wed, 

Or  to  a  convent  quick  instead. 

Elv.  The  snare  is  set.  Alas  !  I  fear 
For  me  there’s  no  protector  near. 

Man,  (sings  outside.)  I  am  a  simple  muleteer,  &c, 
Elv,  Ah  !  'tis  his  voice. 
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Don  P, 


Elv. 
Don  P. 


Ely. 
Don  P. 


Don  F. 
Don  P. 


Man. 
Don  P. 


Man. 


Ely. 

Man. 


Ely. 


I  recogni2e 

Our  last  night's  friend,  the  muleteer, 

So  rough  and  strange,  but  whose  fond  eyes 
Still  bent  on  you  loYe’s  lambent  flame. 

It  may  be  you  loYe  him  as  well  ? 

Perhaps  I’ll  not  say,  no. 

That  time  shall  quickly  tell. 

'Tis  like  you’ll  not  rebel 

Should  I,  as  husband,  bid  you  take. 

Perhaps  I’ll  not  say,  no. 

Ah  !  well,  it  shall  be  so. 

Call  here  the  muleteer. 

His  spouse  this  peasant  qneen  shall  make. 

[a  courtier  exits  l, 

What  is’t  you  mean  ? 

The  pair  to  wed. 

My  loYe,  by  jealousy,  ne’er  led 
A  peasant  girl — ’tis  but  her  fate 
A  lowly  muleteer  to  mate. 

But  if  the  Queen  of  Spain  she  be, 

’Twill  ruin  her,  and  raise  up  me, 

Ely. 

By  this  marriage  I  gain 
EYery  hope  that  is  dear 
For  an  Infant  of  Spain 
I  may  wed  without  fear. 

The  Three  Do7is. 

By  this  marriage  we  gain 
EYery  hope  that  is  dear. 

If  the  proud  Queen  of  Spain 
Weds  a  poor  muleteer. 

-  Manuel  entering  l. 

What  want  you,  pray  ? 

Approach,  and  learn 

For  you  this  maid  with  loYe  doth  burn  ; 

’Tis  said  that  you  her  flame  return  ; 

And  so,  as  wife,  I  giYe  her  thee. 

If  you  are  willing  her  to  wed. 

What  I !  this  surely  is  some  ruse. 

Wilt  be  my  wife,  as  they  have  said  ? 

Unless  it  be  that  you  refuse. 

Refuse  thee,  no  !  To  my  fond  soul 
No  equal  prize  on  earth  doth  seem. 

But  if  by  force  they  thee  control. 

Then  vanishes  my  blissful  dream. 

No — with  their  choice  I  am  content, 

And  freely  I  have  given  consent. 

Man. 

By  this  marriage  I  gain. 

But  you  suffer  I  mar. 

Since  the  proud  Queen  of  Spain  apart. 

Weds  a  poor  muleteer. 
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Lords.  By  this  marriage  we  gain 
Every  hope  that  is  dear, 

If  the  proud  Queen  of  Spain 
Weds  a  poor  muleteer. 

Elv.  By  this  marriage  I  gain 

Every  hope  that  is  dear, 

For  an  infant  of  Spain — 

I  may  wed  without  fear. 

The  gates  l.  are  thrown  open.  Marriage  cortege  enters.  Brides¬ 
maids  bring  xcreath  and  veil  on  cushion,  which  they  place  on 
Elvira's  head.  Courtiers  gather  roxmd  Don  Pedro  and 
repeat 

CHORUS. 

Fear  not,  though  danger  threatens  you, 

Our  lives  we  place  at  your  command ; 

The  deed,  whate’er  it  is,  we'll  do — 

Fear  not,  we’re  yours  with  heart  and  hand. 

At  end  of  which  {accompanied  by  organ)  female  voices 
without,  sing — 

San  eta  Maria,  Mater  Dei,  ora  pronobis. 

[a  merry  peal  of  bells  heard.  Don  P.  and  Courtiers 
fall  into  a  line  and  salute  Man.  and  Elv.  as  they 
exit  u.,  followed  by  bridesmaids,  ^c. 


END  OP  THE  second  ACT. 


/ 


Ensemble 


ACT  III. 


bCENE  I. — The  Queen's  Oratory  in  the  palaoe,  Donna  Carmen 
discovered  seated.  t 


SONG. 

Thougli  Love's  the  gi’eatest  plague  in  life 
To  Madam  Common-sense, 

Involving  her  in  debt  and  strife, 

She  can’t  with  him  dispense ; 

For  long  ago  he  stole  her  heart. 

And  when  his  tricks  annoy, 

She  frowns,  but  can’t  resolve  to  part — 

Oh,  Love’s  a  naughty  boy  ! 

Papa  he’s  sure  to  disobey. 

And  should  mamma  tell  this. 

He  hides  the  rod,  or  runs  away 
Till  they  call  back  to  kiss  : 

And  though  he  only  begs  his  keep 
When  cares  our  thoughts  employ. 

The  little  wretch  won’t  go  to  sleep — 

Oh  Love’s  a  naughty  boy ! 

Car.  It’s  but  too  true.  Love,  love,  what  havoc  you  make 
from  the  humble  cottage  to  the  regal  palace. 


Enter  Don  Florio  in  deep  meditation. 

Don  F.  Is  it,  or  is  it  not?— To  me  it  is  the  most  milikely 
possible  probability  that  over  entered  the  head  of  a  corn-tier 
to  discuss — queen,  or  no  queen— peasant,  or  no  peasant. 

Car.  Don  Florio,  one  of  our  greatest  foes,  but  not  one  to  be 
much  dreaded ;  were  he  a  type  of  the  conspiracy,  I  think  I 
could  answer  for  its  suppression  myself. 
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Don  F.  Donna  Carmen,  a  thousand  pardons  that  I  did  not 
perceive  you  at  once,  but  really  such  a  discussion  is  going  on 
in  my  brain  at  the  present  moment,  that  I  hardly  know  on 
what  part  of  my  body  my  head  is  situated. 

Car.  (curtseying.)  Such  being  the  case,  Don  Florio,  I  will 
leave  you  to  yourself  so  that  you  may  arrive  at  a  speedy 
conclusion. 

Don  F.  But  one  moment,  I  entreat,  (aside.)  She  may 
elucidate  the  point  in  question. 


DUET. 
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Car.  The  queen  my  presence  does  require. 

Don  F.  One  word,  I  pray,  or  I  expire ; 

Your  confidence  I  wish  to  gain. 

There’s  no  one  by,  you  may  be  plain. 

Don  F.  To  learn  the  secret  she  doth  know 
I’ll  take  a  tender  air. 

But  once  that  secret  she  lets  go. 

Another  shape  I’ll  wear.  . 

Car.  .  To  learn  the  secret  I  do  know,  ' 

He’ll  take  a  tender  air, 

But  if  that  secret  I  let  go. 

Another  shape  he’ll  wear. 

Don  F.  Your  confidence  will  make  me  proud. 

But  speak  it  low  and  small. 

Car.  I  can’t  speak  small,  I  must  speak  loud. 

Or  else  not  speak  at  all. 

Don  F.  But  when  you  give  your  confidence 
You  surely  would  not  bawl. 

Cab.  To  no  man  I  give  confidence 
Save  him  I  husband  call. 

Don  F.  Save  him  you  husband  call  ? 

Car.  Save  him  I  husband  call. 

Don  F.  (apart.)  She’s  noble  and  she's  pretty  too, 

A  better  wife  I  could  not  take. 

Car.  (apart.)  He’s  very  dull,  and  sdly,  too, 

A  famous  husband  he  will  make. 

Don  F.  (apart.)  I'm  sure  that  she  the  secret  knows, 

I  am  decided  !  I’ll  propose  ! 

Most  noble  Donna  Carmen,  hear,  [to  her, 

I  am  a  don,  and  cavalier, 

The  marquis,  too,  of  Santa  Cruz, 

Olmedo’s  count,  and.'tis  no  ruse 
To  say  I’m  duke,  and  in  Navarre 
A  prince.  Yes,  these  my  titles  are — 

My  hand  I  offer  on  my  knee. 

Car.  'What  mean  you  prince  ? 

Don  F.  To  marry  thee. 

Car.  What  solemnly,  with  sacred  vows  ? 

Don  F.  Yes,  solemnly,  I’ll  thee  espouse. 

Cab.  You  shall  not  in  suspense  be  kept, 

Your  offer,  prince,  I  do  accept. 
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Don  F. 


Car. 


Don  F. 
Car. 


Don  F. 
Car. 

Don  F. 
Car. 

Don  F. 
Car. 


Don  F. 
Car. 

DojrF. 


Car. 


This  is  quick,  x 

She  is  won ! 

Yes,  the  trick 
I  have  done. 

And  am  book’d  noAV  for  life ; 

What  a  thing 
To  be  sure 
Is  the  ring 
To  secure 

Either  husband  or  wife. 

I  am  chain’d  now  for  life 
To  a  duck  of  a  wife. 

Far  too  quick 
I  -was  won. 

If  in  trick 

'Twas  not  done, 

He  were  gull’d  now  for  life  ; 

What  a  thing. 

To  be  sure, 

Is  the  ring 
To  secure 

Either  husband  or  wife. 

He  were  chain’d  now  for  life 

To  a  rogue  of  a  wife.  / 

This  peasant  bride,  I  prithee  say  ? 

So  proud  and  haughty  in  her  way, 

A  sovereign,  surely,  she  has  been. 

Oh  then,  no  doubt,  she  is  the  queen  ! 

Her  rustic  carriage  void  of  grace, 

A  village  speaks  her  native  place. 

Ah,  then,  a  villager  she  is. 

And  yet  a  diadem  would  be 
Well  placed  above  her  lovely  face. 

Ah,  then,  she  is  the  queen  ? 

Dost  think 

The  queen  of  Spain  her  fate  would  link 
With  any  low-born  muleteer  ? 

No  !  She  is  a  villager,  'tis  clear. 

And  yet  it  must  the  dullest  strike, 

That  to  the  queen  she’s  very  like. 

Most  like— shape,  height,  eyes,  mouth,  and  nose  ; 
One  thing  the  other  does  oppose, 

And  whether  peasant  girl  or  queen, 

You  leave  me  in  a  fog  to  guess, 

I  thought  when  you  my  spouse  had  been, 

Youi-  confidence  my  ears  should  bless. 

There  is  a  difference,  you  know. 

Between  the  bride  elect  and  bride ; 

But  when  w'e’re  one,  my  tongue  shali  go 
So  fast,  you  11  wish,  like  you,  ’twas  tied. 

D 


Ensemble. 
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Don  F.  Far  too  quick 

She  was  won, 

What  a  trick 
I  have  done 

To  be  hooked  thus  for  life  ! 
What  a  tiling, 

To  be  sure, 

Is  a  ring 
To  secure 

Either  husband  or  wife. 

I  am  chained  now  for  life 

To  a  close  tongue-tied  wife. 

Car.  If  too  quick 

I  was  w^on 
What  a  trick 
He  has  done 

To  be  plagued  throughout  life. 
What  a  thing, 

To  be  sure. 

Is  a  ring 
To  secure 

Either  husband  or  wife. 

You  are  chained  now  for  life 

To  a  shrewd,  knowing  wife. 
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Enter  an  Usher. 

Ush.  Pardon,  Senora,  might  I  address  you  a  few  words  (in 
a  lovj  voice)  in  private  ? 

Car.  You  permit,  Don  Florio  ? 

Don  F.  Anything,  my  charmer.  Consider  me  as  null  and 
void. 

Car.  (aside  to  Usher.)  Your  mission.  Sen  or,  and  why  all 
this  secresy  ? 

Ush.  (producing  letter.)  I  have  here  a  letter  just  arrived 
from  the  Infant  of  Castille,  that  must  be  conveyed  immediately 
to  her  majesty;  ’tis  of  the  greatest  importance,  and  knowing, 
Senora,  how  devoted  you  are  to  the  queen,  I  have  taken  the 
liberty  to  place  this  missive  in  your  hands. 

Car.  And  right  well  you  have  chosen,  Senor.  ( Ush.  bows 
and  exits.)  A  letter  from  the  Infant  of  Castille  !  what  new 
mystery  is  this  ;  what  cause  for  letters  now  they  are  man  and 
wife  ? 

Don  F.  (announcing  pompously)  His  Imperial  Highness  the 
Prince  Don  Pedro. 

Car.  I  must  instantly  seek  her  majesty. 

[about  to  exit,  when  she  meets  Don  P.,  who  enters. 

Don  P.  Her  majesty  cannot  be  seen. 

Car.  Not  by  me,  her  principal  maid  of  honor  ? 

Don  P.  By  no  one  till  she  has  resumed  the  proper  habits 
and  habiliments  becoming  her  rank  and  title,  w'hich  a  foolish 
caprice  caused  her  to  abandon.  She  is  attended  by  my  sister, 
the  princess,  in  person  ;  your  services  will  therefore  not  be 
required,  Donna  Carmen,  till  she  is  about  to  robe  herself  for 
an  important  ceremony  which  is  about  shortly  to  take  place. 

Don  F.  (aside  to  hhn.)  The  abdication  ? 
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Don  P.  {aside.)  Yes. 

Cab.  I  obey,  prince,  since  circumstances  ooniiK)!,  (aside.) 
By  some  means  or  other  I  must  place  this  letter  in  her  hand 
{Joohing  at  Don  P .  and  Don  F.)  What  a  nice  couple  they  are, 
to  be  sure.  Oh,  if  I  could  only  have  my  own  way,  wouldn’t 
you  hang  high,  sweet  prince  ?  [Exit  Cab. 


Usher  enters  at  bach, 

Ush.  Her  majesty,  the  queen  ! 

Don  F.  (starting.)  The  queen  I  Wliich  of  them? 

Don  P.  What  mean  you  ? 

Don  F.  Why  I  mean  that,  with  peasant  girls  who  are  not 
peasant  girls ;  and  queens,  who  are  not  queens  ;  in  fact,  I 
don’t  know  what  I  do  mean. 

Don  P.  You  are  an  ass,  Don  Florio. 

Don  F.  Perhaps.  I  sincerely  believe,  myself,  I  am  com¬ 
mencing  a  process  of  transmigration,  and  will  eventually  be 
classed  among  some  species  of  that  sort. 

Enter  Elviea  dressed  in  her  regal  dress  surrounded  by  Don 

Sallust  and  Nobles. 

Ely.  Many  thanks,  my  noble  senors — really  you  ore  too 
kind  to  me — I  don’t  deserve  it,  indeed  I  don’t. 

[  The  Nobles  bow,  she  curtseys  like  a  peasant. 

Don  S.  Nay,  your  majesty — thanks  to  us. 

^  Ely.  Of  course ;  haven’t  you  assisted  at  my  marriage  and 
given  me  a  charming  husband  ?  Ah !  by  the  bye,  where  is 
my  husband  ? 

Don  P.  Your  majesty  will  shortly  again  be  united  to  him. 

_  Elv.  How  happy  I  am  to  be  his  wife,  (to  Don  F.)  Now 
amt  he  ahandsomeman,  Senor,  or  Don.What  you  call  yourself? 

Don  F.  A  magnificent  animal!  Don  S.)  Nonsense, 

its  not  the  queen. 

Don  P.  Madam,  pray  cease  this  comedy,  for  with  us  'twill 
be  no  longer  of  any  avail. 

Elv.  Then  you  intend  to  make  a  real  queen  of  me,  and  no 
Jest? 

Don  P.  Queen  or  no  queen,  your  majesty  will  have  to  place 
her  name  to  this  paper. 

Elv.  And  this  paper  is — 

Don  P.  Your  abdication. 

Elv.  My  abdication,  indeed  I  And  now,  Senors,  were  I 
seriously  to  assume  the  character  yon  wish  to  enforce  on  me 
and  refuse  to  sign  this  paper.  ' 

Don  P.  We  are  fully  prepared  for  such  a  proceeding,  your 
majesty,  and  would  instantly  make  public  the  degrading 
marriage  to  which  we  have  all  here  been  witness.  Abdication, 
then,  I  believe,  would  become  useless,  on  your  majesty’s  part’ 
for  the  laws  of  Spain  ?  ^  ' 

Elv.  I  perfectly  imdcrstand,  and  beg  to  compliment  you 
on  the  masterly  manner  in  which  your  plans  have  been  laid, 
and  as  I  can  see  no  other  com-se  to  pursue,  I  must  submit  to 
circumstances  (aside)  for  the  moment. 
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Don  P.  {to  Nobles.)  At  last.  No  doubt  your  majesty  -will 
not  object  that  I  should  place  guards  at  the  door  of  this 
chamber  whilst  I  summon  the  council  to  receive  the  abdica¬ 
tion  of  the  Queen  of  Leon. 

Elv.  In  favor  of  her  cousin,  Don  Pedro  de  Salamanca, 
Prince  of  San  Fernando,  due  D’Oliveria,  &c.  &c. 

Don  P.  {loith  irony.)  For  a  simple  peasant  girl,  your 
majesty  seems  to  have  a  profound  knowledge  of  my  titles  and 
pedigree. 

Elv.  {toith  same  tone.)  You  forget,  noble  cousin,  that  the 
peasant  will  shortly  bo  a  queen. 

Don  P.  {same  tone.)  Diduckily,  j^ux  majesty  will  not  long 
occupy  the  tlu’one. 

Elv.  {satne  tone.)  Ah !  but  wlien  I  consider  how  well  my 
place  will  be  filled,  that,  at  least,  will  be  a  consolation. 

Don  P.  {angrily.)  Come,  senors. 

{Exit  at  hack  with  nobles, 

PECIT. 

Elv.  At  last  I  am  the  sovereign  here. 

No  further  danger  need  I  fear  ; 

A  queen,  and  in  my  palace  free, 

All  traitors  now  must  bow  to  me. 

APIA. 

Oh  joyous,  happy  day! 

Since  Hymen  consecrates 
The  comedy  we  play. 

Uniting  our  blest  fates. 

A  prince  my  queenly  prize, 

Though  called  a  muleteer, 

His  motive  for  disguise 
To  me,  shall  soon  ai)pear. 

Oh,  come,  beloved  lord, 

That  I  may  read  thy  heart. 

And  spell  it  word  for  word, 

For  we  must  never  part. 

Oh  joyous,  happy  day  ! 

Enter  Manuel  at  side  door. 

Man.  The  queen. 

Elv.  'Tis  he — how  my  heart  beats. 

Man.  At  length  we  are  alone. 

Elv.  {aside.)  Now  that  we  are  married  in  good  earnest,  I 
suppose  he  intends  to  resume  his  title  and  put  an  end  to  this 
masquerade,  {aloud^  after  a^inuse.)  Well,  Manuel — Senor,  I 
mean — is  it  in  tliis  the  manner  you  intend  to  treat  your  bride, 
by  keeping  at  such  a  distance  from  her — surely  I  don’t  frighten 
you  ? 

Man.  Nay,  your  majesty,  but  all  that  has  passed  within  the 
last  few  hours  seems  to  me  like  a  celestial  dream. 

Elv.  No  doubt  in  the  presence  of  others  ;  but  now  that  we 
are  alone,  quite  alone,  you  can  divulge  all  freely,  and  open 
your  heart  to  me  without  fear  of  interruption. 
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Man.  Open  my  heart,  your  majesty? 

that’s  all  very  well — but  the  secret. 

^  Man.  The  secret,  your  majesty  ?  Your  pardon,  but  there 
IS  some  mystery  here — I  own  1  cannot  comprehend,  and  I 
huve  tried  in  vain  to  unravel.  How  is  it  the  Queen  of  Leon 
.  should  have  so  condescended  to  choose  for  her  husband  a 
humble  and  low  born  muleteer  ? 

Elv.  Simply  because  the  hiunble  and  low  born  muleteer, 
as  he  styles  himself,  has  contrived  to  win  the  Queen  of  Leon’s 
heart ;  that,  in  fact,  despite  his  disguise,  she  had  discovered  in 
him  the  Infant  of  Castille. 

Man.  I ! 

Enter  Carmen. 

Car.  Your  Majesty. 

Elv.  Speak  freely,  my  gentle  Carmen ;  no  secrets  are 
needed  now. 

Car.  ^  Here  is  a  letter  that  a  faithful  messenger  has  just 
placed  in  my  hands,  to  be  conveyed  immediately  to  vour 
majesty.  ^ 

Elv.  {breaks  seal,  and  reading  signature.')  From  the  Infant 
of  Castille  ! 

Man.  {aside.)  Now  for  it,  the  crisis  has  at  last  arrived. 

Elv.  {after  having  hastily  glanced  over  the  letter.)  Great 
heavens  !  what  do  I  read  ?  The  Infant  married !  And  here  he 
wites  himself  to  avow  the  truth,  and  to  palliate  his  breach  of 
engagement. 

Car.  Well  then,  this  muleteer  is  a  bona  fide  one  after  all. 

Elv.  {sinking  into  a  chair.)  A  muleteer  my  husband  ! _ 

Lost — lost — past  all  hope. 

Man.  Ah,  then,  it  was  the  Infant  of  Castille  you  thought 
to  wed.  It  was  with  him  you  would  share  the  throne  of  Leon. 

It  was  to  the  shadow  of  a  great  name  you  gave  your  heart _ 

but  as  the  muleteer,  you  ne’er  had  loved  me.  Farewell, 
madam. 

Elv.  Stay — stay. 

Man.  No,  no — my  dream  is  over. 

BALLAD. 

’Twas  rank  and  fame  that  tempted  thee, 

'Twas  Empire  charm’d  thy  heart. 

But  love  was  wealth — the  world  to  me — 

Then,  false  one,  let  us  part. 

The  prize  I  fondly  deem’d  my  own, 

Another’s  now  may  be ; 

Oh,  yes  !  with  Love,  life’s  gladness  flown. 

Leaves  grief  alone  to  me. 

Though  lowly  bred  and  humbly  born. 

No  loftier  heart  than  mine,  ’ 

Unlov’d  by  thee,  my  pride  would  sco 
To  share  the  crown  that’s  thine. 

I  sought  no  empire,  save  the  heart, 

Which  mine  can  never  be. 

Yesj  false,  one,  we  had  better  part. 

Since  love  lives  not  in  thee. 
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Ely.  Stay,  Manuel ;  judge  not  thus  of  woman’s  heart.  No 
power  on  earth  shall  separate  us  now.  I  pledged  to  you  my 
faith  as  the  simple  muleteer,  and  prince  or  no  prmce  my  heart 
is  and  ever  will  be  yours. 

Man.  [falling  on  his  knees.)  Oh,  rapture  !  then  will  I  still 
live  to  shield  you,  and  to  crush  your  enemies. 

Don  Pedro  enters  at  hack  and  perceives  Manuel  on  his 
knees  to  Elvira. 

Don  P.  Charming.  Long  live  the  happy  couple.  Your 
majesty,  the  council  awaits  yom*  royal  pleasure. 

Ely.  Great  Heaven,  how  shall  I  act  ? 

Man.  {standmg,  and  with  a  proud  bearing.)  In  tho  name  of 
your  ancestors,  madam,  meet  yotu.'  council,  and  as  a  queen 
should,  and  place  your  faith  in  Heaven. 

Enter  Don  Sallust,  Don  Plorio,  and  several  Nobles. 

Don  P.  May  it  please  your  royal  majesty  to  precede  us. 
[aside  to  Ely.)  And  above  all  remember — 

Ely.  [gn-oudlg.)  Fear  not,  cousin.  The  Queen  of  Leon  will 
not  forget  the  many  obligations  due  to  you. 

[exit  Ely.  followed  by  Nobles. 

Don  F.  We  triumph.  We  are  marching  onwards — onwards 
to  the  pinnicle  of  success. 

Man.  (aside.)  That  time  shall  best  answer. 

[exit  Man. 

RECITATIVE. 

Don  P.  Comrades  and  friends,  your  services  to  day. 

As  King  Don  Pedro  nobly  shall  repay. 

The  hour  is  at  hand — not  Fate  can  now  oppose, 

Of  Empire  sure,  I  trample  on  my  foes. 

AIR. 

Hark  !  hark  !  methinks  I  hear 
The  clarion  sounding  near. 

With  bold  defiant  voice. 

It  bids  my  friends  rejoice. 

The  hearts  of  foes  shall  fear 
Their  Monarch’s  sword  and  spear ; 

For  Fortune,  smiling  now, 

Doth  diadem  my  brow.  [exewit. 


SCENE  II. — The  Throne  Boom  of  the  Palace.  Elvira,  Car¬ 
men,  Don  Pedro,  Don  Florio,  Don  Sallust,  Nobles, 
Grandees  of  Spain,  Court  Ladies,  and  Populace, 

CHORUS. 

Assembling  all,  great  sovereign, 

Your  summons  we  obey. 

To  willing  servants,  noble  queen. 

Your  gracious  purpose  say. 
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Eia^, 


All. 

Doxv  P. 
Don  S. 
Don  F. 
El\\ 


Don  P. 
Don  S. 
Don  F. 
Elv, 

Don  P. 


All. 

Don  P. 


All. 


^andees  and  nobles,  people  too,  of  Spain, 

Ine  cause  of  your  assemblage  I’ll  explain, 
lo  you  twas  needful  publicly  to  own 
My  solemn  abdication  of  the  throne. 

She  abdicates. 

'Tis  marvellous  ! 

,  .  Ent  good. 

Vve  re  marching  forwards. 

_  ,  Be  it  imderstood 

ihis  abdication  doth  Don  Pedro  seek. 

Yes,  my  dethronement  would  please  him  alone. 
This  abdication  I  Avill  never  speak. 

Nor  shall  a  traitor  e’er  ascend  my  throne 
Indeed  1 

What’s  this  J 

We’re  marching  back  'tis  clear. 

The  traitors  that  surround  I  do  not  fear, 

For  justice  quickly  shall  their  aims  confound. 

justice  said  you  ?  Be  it  so.  That  ground 
I  take,  and  justice  claim  against  the  queen, 
Who,  by  her  marriage,  has  dishonor’d  been. 

Her  marriage ! 

Yes ;  and  if  we  now  demand 
Her  abdication,  'tis  because  her  hand 
She  gave  a  muleteer  some  hours  gone  by. 

A  muleteer ! 


Manuel  owning  forward  from  arowd,  enveloped  in  a  oloaJc. 


Man. 

Elv. 

Man. 


Don  S. 
Man. 


Don  P. 
Man. 


That  muleteer  am  I. 

What  means  he  now  ? 

Tj  ^  ,  That  marriage  I  proclaim, 

^ut  by  the  queen  twas  not  proposed  to  shame 
Her  people,  or  herself  abase,  for  she 
The  Infant  of  Castille  supposed  in  me. 

The  Infant  has  already  married  been. 

He  has  ;  but  still  a  king’s  word,  giv’n  the  queen. 
Must  ransom’d  be. 

'rr-  ^  1  too  late, 

lis  laloe,  Don  Pedro — false — now  hear  thy  fate. 


SONG. 

When  the  King  of  Castille  pledged  his  word, 

The  king’s  honor  its  guardian  became ; 

And  his  brother’s  deception  when  heard 
Brought  him  anger,  but  could  not  bring  shame 
Dark  conspiracy  sought  the  queen’s  woe, 

By  the  marriage,  it  joys  to  reveal,  ’ 

The  result  is  its  own  overthrow — 

Traitors  !  I  am  the  King  of  Castille  ! 

Yes,  the  muleteer’s  King  of  Castille  !  * 

{throws  off  cloak,  and  discovers  himself,  attired  in 
regal  dress. 
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Man. 


Elv. 


Cho. 


To  your  knees,  traitors !  plead  now  for  life  on 
your  knees ! 

And  their  fate,  my  fair  queen,  you  will  please  to 
ordain. 

I  ordain — I  ordain — neither  sorrow  nor  pain. 


FINALE. — Andante. 

Oh,  no,  by  fortune  bless’ d, 

I  cannot  speak  despair. 

My  heart  Avould  feel  distress’d 
E’en  by  a  foeman’s  care. 

Long  life  to  our  king  and  queen ! 


CURTAIN. 


W.  Brcttell,  I’rinter,  336a,  Oxford  Street,  »«vr  llegoMl’s  Oireng, 


Pflkl  I anraram 


CRAMER,  BEALE,  &  CO., 

Are  the  chief  Agents  for  Harmoniums,  by  Alexandre  &  Co.,  Paris. 


Though  much  smaller  than  the  common  Square  Pianoforte,  the  Harmonium  possesses 
the  depth  of  tone  and  continuity  of  the  Organ,  and  is  by  far  the  best  substitute  for  that 
Instrument,  the  larger  ones  producing  the  powerful  effects  of  a  full  Orchestra,  by  means 
of  Stops,  which  can  be  used  at  pleasure  by  the  performer. 

It  is  alike  calculated  for  the  Church,  Chapel,  School,  or  Drawing  Room,  and  forms  an 
excellent  accompaniment  to  the  Pianoforte,  Harp,  or  Voice. 

Any  pianoforte  player  can  at  once  perform  with  facility  on  the  Harmonium,  as  the 
action  of  the  pedals,  by  a  gentle  motion  of  the  feet,  creating  the  supply  of  wind,  is 
I)articularly  easy,  and  its  touch  light  and  elastic. 

The  Alexandre  Harmonium,  in  compass  4  octaves,  in  oak  case,  6  guineas. 

In  mahogany  case .  7  „ 


l. 

2 

S. 

4. 

5. 

6. 

7. 

8. 


In  oak  case,  one  stop,  live  octaTCS 
In  mahogany  case,  one  stop 
In  oak  case,  three  stops 
In  rosewood  ditto 
In  oak  case,  five  stops 
In  rosewood  ditto 
Right  stops,  oak 
Til  rosewood  .... 

Twelve  stops,  oak  or  rosewood 
Dne  stop,  and  percussion  action,  in  oak 
Three  stops,  and  percussion  action,  ir 
rosewood . 


Guineas. 

9.  Eiglit  stops,  percussion  action,  oak  or 

rosewood . 32 

10.  Twelve  stops,  percussion  action,  in  oak  40 

11.  Twelve  stops,  percussion  action,  large 

size,  ui  rosewood . 45 

12.  The  New  Patent  Model — fifteen  stops, 

percussion  action,  expression  a  la 
main,&c.;  the  most  perfect  Harmo¬ 
nium  that  can  be  made,  in  handsome 
oak  or  rosewood . 55 


CRAMER,  BEALE,  &  CO.’S 

OBLIQUE  GRAND  PIANOFORTE, 

(new  model.) 

Obhijtie  Grand,  in  elegant  Rosewood  Case  . 50  Guineas. 

„  „  in  Maple-wood  . 55  „ 

„  ,,  in  choicest  Walnut  . 60  „ 

The  above  Instrument  has  the  most  extended  compass  of  the  Horizontal  Grand 
Pianoforte,  Seven  Octaves  with  Three  Unisons  to  each  note.  The  action  is  likewise  the 
same  as  that  of  the  Grand  Pianoforte,  the  touch  being  very  elastic  and  the  repetition  as 
rapid  as  possible. 

In  the  construction  of  the  Oblique  Grand  Pianoforte,  those  principles  have  been 
adopted  which  experience  has  proved  to  be  the  best  for  ensuring  the  greatest  amount  of 
wear,  and  effectually  resisting  the  influence  of  climate. 


CRAMER,  BEALE,  &  CO.’S 

COTTAGE  PIANOFORTE. 

(patent  check  action.) 

In  superior  Rosewood  Case,  full  compass  . 38  Guineas. 

In  plain  Mahogany  case,  full  compass . 28  to  32  ,, 

Every  Instrument  is  warranted,  and  if  desired,  will  be  exchanged  within  six 
months  from  the  date  of  purchase. 


CRAM.ER,  BEALE,  &  CO.,  201,  REGENT  STREET. 


CRAMER  AND  CO.’S 

EDITION  OF  STANDARD  OPERAS 

'  % 

ARRANGED  FOR 

THE  PIANOFORTE. 

The  First  Series  arranged  hg  Alfred  Devadx  {late  Professor  of 
Harmony  at  the  Royal  Academy  of  Music).  The  Second  Series  hy 
Edward  F.  Rimbault. 


GERMAN  SCHOOL 

Mozart . I1  Don  Giovanni. 

,,  Le  Nozze  di  Figaro. 

,,  La  Clemenza  di  Tito. 

„  Cosi  Fan  Tutte. 

„  Die  Zauberfldte,  or  n  Flauto  Magico 

Beethoven .  • .  Fidelio. 

Spohr . Jessonda. 

,,  Faust. 

Weber . Der  Freisohutz. 

,,  Preciosa. 

„  Euryanthe. 

„  Oberon. 

Meyerbeer... Robert  le  Diable. 

,,  Les  Huguenots. 

„  II  Crociato  in  Egitto. 


FRENCH  SCHOOL 
Boieldieu . La  Dame  Blanche. 

Herold . Zampa. 

Auber . Fra  Diavolo. 

„  Masaniello,  or  La  Mnette  de  Portici 


Cimarosa-. 

ITALIAN  SCHOOL 

...11  Matrimonio  Segreto. 

Rossini.... 

...Guillaume  Tell. 

Semiramide. 

99 

11  Barbiere  di  SivigUa. 

» 

La  Cenerentola. 

99 

Otello. 

99 

Tancredi. 

99 

La  Gazza  Ladra. 

Bellini . 

...11  Pirata. 

99 

La  Sonnambula. 

99 

Norma. 

99 

I  Puritani. 

99 

Beatrice  di  Tenda. 

Donizetti.. 

.  .L’Elisir  D’Amore. 

99 

Anna  Bolena. 

Lucrezia  Borgia. 

99 

Don  Pasquale. 

99 

Lucia  di  Lammermoor. 

99 

La  Figlia  del  Reggimento. 

99 

La  Favorita. 

Mercadante  La  Testa  di  Bronzo. 

Verdi . 

..Ernani. 

99 

11  Trovatore. 

99 

La  Traviata. 

Barnett . 

ENGLISH  OPERAS 

.  .Farinelli. 

Balfe . 

..Siege  of  Rochelle. 

Benedict.... 

..The  Gipsy’s  Warning. 

Wallace . 

...Maritana. 

Price“5s.  and  6s.  each. 


